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The 555 Times # 48 page #1 


Notes from the chair 


This month you should find enclosed with your apa a history of your account since | became editor. 
If you find any discrepancies, please let me know. 


I know last issue was late - | have a comment to Greg in my zine about trying to find an emergency 
editor -— any volunteers? 


Welcome back Hugh and Marty - sit down and stay awhile. 


Covers do not make minac by themselves - they only count as one page toward minac (unless, of 


course, it's a two page cover). | let Alice slide this time, but take note for the future. 


That's it for now - Have a good spring GTB 


P.S. | was wrong about Shalmaneser being spelled wrong - there was a typo onthe page | used to look it 


up. 
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1i Heski, still at 228-D 
3-3864, March, 1987. 


And keperully se will this zine. Spring is ceming slewly te 
Chicage, whet with the blue sky days and 60°s we've been getting. 
This is my ‘up’ time ef year, frem now threugh Octeber, Winter 
fer me is simply meant te hibernat threugh, But this year, mere 
than the seasen is changing: 
i. AS OF MONDAY, 9/30/67, I WILL BE ON ASSIGNMENT IN SAN 
JUAN, PUERTO @1cO, Ne, I am not leaving Chicage tetally, 
just on business, I think. I'll be back every few weeks 
and Jea gets te ceme dewn and have a bit ef a trepical 
vacatien as well. I'll keep these pesivardis ceming, felks, 
I'm net sure ef PC availability at the client site, se 
I’m returning te the cheapest, easiest repre J knew-ditte, 
2, SOMETIME SOON, JOA & I WILL IN RESIDENCE IN MILAN. (That's 
in Italy, net seme small tewn imitatien,) Mere details will 
ceme as we finalize eur plans, but this has been anticipated 
fer the past year and 2 haif, This is simply a change and 
an eppertunity we sheuld take eurselyes up en. 
3, I REGARD GT AS MY FAVORITE FANNISH HOME, AND DO PLAN 
ON STAYING VERY MUCH IN TOUCH WITH MY FRIENDS, Se althe® 
my zines and/er MCs might get a bit eut ef sync due te 
international mailing times, I will still tell yeu all 
abeut my geings-en and will still centinue te enjey reading 


abeut yeurs, And yes, I will miss yeu terribly. 
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The Shertest MCs $n the Midwest on A/® 49 


Linda Very interesting cultural netes, The kanji-etc., cenversien 
seunds very timecensuming even if cemputer-alded, Re yr ct: 
Jea & I might have a PO bex in Switzerland se as te aveid 
"lest" mail preblems, That's abeut i hr nerth ef Milan, 
Rexarme Tante grazie fer yr invitatien, but I1°1] be in sunny SJ. 
I hepe yr fest gees very well and may all have a friendly time. 
Nice cts en kids, I think next yr's Ishercen cemm sheuld 
carefully compile their rules frem all these discussed in this 
ish. Re kids: did yeu know that Joa & I are planning en having 
them tee? We've been meaning te talk with Mether Nature... 
SM&DP Re children/teddlers & adults-enly ‘always’ preblems: I dis= 
agree, If conditions are chaetic, there will always be preblems. 
If adults, parents and children knew the rules/secial cenven- 
tiens/assumptiens, preblems will be minimalized, Yes, children 
iearn frem their envirenment, but their parents are their first 
line ef defense, ferever and siways, Sharing is wenderful, 
as leng as sharing and car are understeed by ene end all, 
Sem Joa & I went to Charcoal Del: yesterday with my mom, Thanks 
fer yr hint. Re few men & demestic sturf: I den't want te be right, 
just raise seme peeple's censcieusness about deing chores, 
Bill H We're using Jamie's syste, are we? Se maybe I'll let you make 
®mince® fer dimner one weekend when I'm back in Chicage., OK? 
Annette My best to the Grand Occasie n ef yeur's and Andy's marriage, 
If yeu ge to Purdue, brace yourself; visit Chicago eften and 
yeu'll survive, Re yr GT netes: yay! Yeu understand why I Like GT! 
Gree Re yr crazy schedule; if yeu fly to Nat'l Airpert in DC, yeu 
can take the Metre transit train) right te Crystal City 
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CRUMBCRUNCHERS, INC. 
Dave Powell § Susannah West 
Box. 98 
Ripley, OH 45167 
513-392-4549 


DEFINITELY PECULIAR that I should be typing on a typewriter, with all the 
computers about, or that I should be going back to archaic cut and paste! 
However, Kiran's mention of White Trash Cooking (which I have not yet 
actually seen in the flesh) reminded me of the article at the bottom of the 


page. 


Thomson-Shore is, as it says, a short-run printer, located in Dexter, 


MI. For some inexplicable reason, we got on the mailing list for their 


newsletter, PRINTER'S INK. 
and/or fascinating information. 
to me, the other to Dave, so I just cut up an original. 


Quite often, these newsletters contain useful 
We actually get two copies, one addressed 


I also noticed 


some spelling and grammatical errors of the type that have been discussed 


recently! 


If I reproduced this article using the word processor, I. fear 


the editor in me would be tempted to correct these mistakes. 


I do have some recipes of the type that apparently appears in White Trash 
Cooking - things like roast groundhog and steamed bean cakes wrapped in 


corn husks. 


published by the National Park Service. 


These recipes are in a cookbook called Mountain Makin's, 
I recently bought some cracklings 


(you can buy cracklings, pig's feet, pig tails and hog maws in local groceries) 


and tried out the recipe for crackling bread. 


Somehow the result didn't 


taste nearly as delicious as the recipe seemed to promise! 


White Trash Cooking 


On July 30th in a front page fea- 
ture story USA Today called White 
Trash Cooking the summer's hot- 
test cookbook. On August 4th, 
Newsweek featured a 4-color pic- 
ture of the book’s cover along with 
a column length story of this cook- 
book phenomenon, 

By a strange coincidence, 
Thomson-Shore, a “short run 
printer”, did the first four printings 
of this book. 50,000 copies complete 
with 4-color sections were produced 
in our plant, Because of this I was 
privy to the interesting story of the 
book’s publication, 

Its publisher, The Jargon Society, 
is a 35 year old non-profit society 
who’s forte has been publishing 
books of poetry. Jonathan Williams, 
the Society’s founder, is a poet him- 
self as well as something of a 
recluse. He lives in the Smokey 
Mountains where he devotes much 
of his time in the winter to hiking. 
In the summer, when many people 
come to the Smokies and the woods 


become polluted with hikers, he 
goes to England where he can still 
hike in solitude. In 1983, in a page 
long feature on Jonathan Williams, 
the New York Times Book Review 
called him a “poet, publisher, pho- 
tographer, polemicist and world- 
class cross country promenader”. 

Jargon Society's poetry titles, 50+ 
in all, have traditionally been high 
in quality and low in sales. . . but 
that’s OK with Jonathan. His pur- 
pose in publishing, per the New 
York Times, is more concentrated 
on causes than on financial gain, 

Then along came the White 
Trash Cookbook, sort of a mountain 
folk description of such great 
sounding dishes as fried squirrel, 
potatoe chip sandwiches and Tutti’s 
fruited porkettes. It seemed to fit 
the mold. . .no one else was anxious 
to publish it and its market seemed 
to be sufficiently unique that no 
marketing problems would be 
created. 

Unexpectedly it took off. 


Reviews in Vogue, the New York 
Times and countless newspapers 
resulted in Mr. Williams having to 
order reprints before the earlier 
printings were even shipped. First 
5,000 then 10,000 twice, then 
25,000. His summer sojourn to Eng- 
land was held up and his life in the 
mountains of North Carolina was 
becoming more complicated than 
he liked. 

In a “live happily ever after” con- 
clusion, Jargon Society solved these 
problems by selling the publishing 
tights for $90,000 to Ten Speed 
Press, following what USA Today 
described as a “New York pub- 
lisher’s bidding war”. 

All’s well that ends well. Jona- 
than Williams is probably hiking in 
Scotland right now...in a brand 
new pair of hiking boots and with 
some interesting new stories to tell. 
It’s too bad all deserving publishers 
can’t come up with a happy com- 
plication in their lives like White 
Trash Cooking. 


I have another fascinating cookbook, The Anthropologist's Cookbook, edited 
by Jessica Kuper. (Universe Books, 1977). It contains recipes for dishes 
peculiar to Euvope, the Middle East, Africa, the Americas and West Indies, 
Asia, and the Pacific and Australia.. These recipes are for what I guess 
could be classified as "peasant" dishes. The only recipe I've tried is the 
one for Eskimo fish chowder. I've not yet had the opportunity to roast a 
dog in an earth oven (a Micronesian !'sh) or enjoy Ghanian groundnut stew 
(though I suspect that, as I'm allergic to peanuts, I wouldn't enjoy this 
much) . 


As my weekly batch of bread is presently in its second rising, I thought 
I'd mention another recent ‘cookbook acquisition - The Laurel's Kitchen 
Bread Book. ‘This book contains the same sort of chatty information as 
Laurel's Kitchen, including lots of good stuff about the mechanics of 
bread creation. It's illustrated with delightful lino cuts of the same 
type as appear in Laurel's Kitchen. 


The Bread Book recommends twice-weekly bakings, and lots of sharing of 

bread with friends (accompanied with lots of trades - »read for baby-sitting, 
transportation when the baker is sans automobile, etc.). I haven't 

gotten this far yet, though I would gladly trade a loaf of bread for 

some manuscript reading! 


Another reason I'm using the typewriter today is that I'm busy filling out 

applications. No, I'm not thinking of another stint of grad school, but I 

am hoping to take a two-week course on publishing at Stanford this summer. 

As the application deadline is April 24, I want to get my material together 
and mailed off as soon as possible, to give me the best possible chance of 
being accepted. 


How did this come about? Well, we received a big poster in the mail, advertis- 
ing not the course at Stanford, but a six-week publishing course offered 
by New York University, held in New York City and taught by the "creme de 
la creme" of the publishing industry. Exciting, no? The only hang-up 
was that six weeks, and the fact that it's really geared to recent college 
graduates who want to enter the publishing field. I had several lengthy 
conversation with one of the course coordinators, and during one of them, 
Marlene came up. Whoops! I'd talk to your pediatrician, she said - next 
year might be a better time for you to take this course, when she's a pit 
older. Children Marlene's age are very sensitive about being separated 
from their parents, especially a primary caretaker, and especially for as 
long a period as six weeks. 


I'd already known this, but had been hoping that something could be worked 
out. Dave didn't feel that it was such an issue, but I went ahead and 
talked to our family therapist, who spoke to a couple child psychologist 
friends. Opinion - not really a good idea. In the meantime, however, 

I'd found out about the Stanford course (through the lady at NYU) and 

it looked much more possible: Not only was it shorter, making a vacation to 
California a possibility, but Dave has been working on a software project 
with Pacific Gas and Electric, so we might even be able to combine business 
with business (maybe even stay in a hotel instead of a tent at a state park 
for two weeks!). 


Bill wants to know if anyone is upset that the Gnome no longer appears on 
cans of Vernors! Actually, I hadn't noticed, because we almost always buy 
Vernors in bottles - we're upset because it's rather difficult, for some 
reason, to find "Original" Vernors - that's the really gingery kind - around 
here. Taste buds around here seem to prefer the milder ginger ale. (Of 
course the gingeriness of even original Vernors pales before ginger beer.) 


What people around here ARE upset about is a set of steps that got torn 
down last year! These steps climbed up the hill to the Rankin House, the 
home of John Rankin, a prominent abolitionist. His home was one of the 
first thderground Railroad stops for slaves escaping from Kentucky. They'd 
cross the river, and with luck, they were able to climb the "steps to 
freedom" up what historically became known as "Freedom Hill" though now- 
adays most people call it Rankin Hill. 


The house is an Ohio Historical Society museum, and the Sooiety owns the 
house and associated property. Therefore it is responsible for keeping up 
the property, which included the steps. However, as they were falling 
down a.simpler solution was to dismantle them. So - lots of upset people, 
but somehow, not quite upset enough to write to the Society to people 

like the director - expressing their upsetness. Of course, I'm as guilty 
as anybody - after writing a few letters, I've confined my activities to 
getting an article printed in the local paper evez month or so. 


This weekend, my camera and I went up to the museum (which won't be open 
for another two months) and took some photos of where the steps aren't 
anymore. I've spoken to the editor of the paper about running some 
“pefore and after" photos with an accompanying article. Her response - 
that that would be a good idea one of these weeks - wasn't really of 

the sort that produces results - so I went and took some photos of my 
own. I still have to finish off the roll, then I'll get it developed and 
write the rticle myself. 


Marlene is presently in the kitchen, peeling some hard-boiled eggs. I 
boiled them for her this morning, but when I went into the kitchen to 
see what she was doing, she requested that I "get the chicks out" of the 
eggs! She's working away on two eggs, so maybe I'll have the chance to 
squeeze in a few mailing comments. She's going to be disappointed, 
though, if she hopes to find a chick in one of them! 
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Linda - You've solved a puzzle for me! I wondered why almost all the 
Overseas manuscripts I received were printed on LONG, THIN paper. The 
only reason I could see was that one could get a lot more words on a 
page, which would possibly make the manuscript weigh less so there'd 
be less postage. 


Dave passed BOTH his engineer-in-training and professional engineer exams! 
Now he is a licensed professional engineer in the state of Ohio, and we'll 
be making a trip up to Columbus in May to the certificate presentation 
ceremony (if you can't make this ceremony, you have to send an explanation 
of why, notarized, yet! worse than bringing in an excuse to school after 
being absent!). 


Roxanne: Discipline and punishment seem synonymous in most people's minds, 
but they really aren't. In fact, discipline works much better when NOT 
accompanied by punishment. (Dave tells the story of how his granddad would 
punish his dad and uncles, just on general principles, because they 
Probably had been doing something they shouldn't have - they eventually 
started getting into trouble deliberately, because they knew they'd be 
punished anyway!) Negative attention isn't the type of attention a 

kid ideally wants, but if it's the only kind of attention they get, they'll 
take it over no attention at all. 


We found an interesting book about discipline called How to Discipline with 
Love by Fitzhugh Dodson, which really comes in handy when we encounter 
potential discipline problems. I tend to be suspicious of paperback books 
that you find in chain bookstores, but in this case, my suspicions were 
certainly unfounded. 


Sam: Thanks for standing up for the children! In the few months since 
Isnercon, Marlene has actually become a bit more sedate and has become 
quite loquacious. I've even managed to take her to a meeting and to an 
evening church service where I played the organ (she sat on a friend's lap, 
very attentively and quietly, although actually, I later heard that she 
was reciting the alphabet and counting up to 20 throughout the service) . 


An Elderhostel is an intensive (a week or so, 9-5) course, usually sponsored 
by a university, designed for retired folks. i'There's nothing easy about it - 
from what my mom tells me, you learn as much in the week as you would ina 
quarter of a college course. The one they attended in Ashland was on 
Shakespeare and his approach to drama. They went to one in Elmira, NY, and 
immersed themselves in Mark Twain (he made his home there so there is a 
museum there, etc.) and another at Pleasant Hill, KY, which is a Shaker 
community, and learned all about the Shakers. My parents usually attend at 
least one Elderhostel a year - they've always been interested in travelling 
and learning - and probably are involved in more activities since they 
vetired than they were before. 


Annette: Good to hear from you! As I'm sure you discovered long ago, 
calligraphy is addictive. I gave myself a left-handed calligraphic pen for 
Christmas, and am constantly amazed to see what beautiful letters the proper 
pen nib can create. Have to be careful, though, because once people know 
you letter, you're besieged with requests to make posters, etc. (and 

since none of these folks are able to pay you...well, you know!). 
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Well, time to say farewell. As soon as "Sesame Street" is over, Marlene and I 
are going to deliver some loaves of bread, and of course, mail this! 


Be well and happy............ eT gee SUSANNAH 


The Incredible Flying Bear 


"The incredible thing is not that the 
bear flies well, but that he flies at all” 


Well, | hope that this bear will someday fly well. 
For now, I’m happy to be flying at all. | am 
enrolled in the flight school at our local Beech 
Aero Club. | make my first flight Wednesday, 
March 25th. 


My instructor is a reassuringly competent type 
who is said to have a good understanding of the 
science and engineering that underly aviation. 
Perfect for an inquisitive bear who wants to know 
“why". She, surprisingly, professes no 
aspirations beyond being a top-notch Flight 
Instructor. To many, flight instruction is what you 
do while waiting to catch an air transport job. This, 
needless to say, can be disruptive to the 
education of their students. 


| took Ground School this winter. | took my FAA 
written test in February. | passed with a94. Now, 
| need a minimum of 20 hours dual instruction and 
20 hours solo flight before | take my FAA flight 
test. By the way, almost nobody gets their license 
at 40 hours. 50-60 hours is more like it. It’s not 
cheap. A plane (2-seat Beechcraft Skipper) rents 
for $37/hour. An instructor is another $18/hour on 
top of that. My Kodak bonus has been earmarked 
as flying money. 


This is something I’ve wanted to do for a very long 
time. When | entered college in (blush) 1967, | 
asked both the Air Force and Navy ROTC guys 
whether if | joined up with them they would teach 
me to fly. They took one look at my eyeglasses 
and "Sorry, kid ...". 


So why am! doing it now? The pat answer is that 
it has been four years since | got married and it’s 
time again to do something crazy. More seriously, 
it has been because of a lot of encouragement my 
wife, Joanne, who is letting me spend this year’s 
new-furniture money on myself. | have also been 
urged on by other pilots | know, including several 
fans: Walter Campney of London Ontario, and 
Doug Price and Jane Haldeman of Chicago. Most 
of all, the answer has to do with the ideas 
expressed in the tribute to the Challenger crew 
that | published in my last issue of Uncle Bear. 


Late Note: | didn’t make my first flight on March 
25th after all. It rained and the ceiling was too low. 
We're now scheduled for Friday the 27th. | have 
to get this to press, so you'll all have to wait until 
the next issue of The Adventures of Uncle Bear to 
hear the story of my first foray into the sky. 
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Federal Express - Behind the Scenes 


My wife, Joanne is a communications specialist at 
a local business. She runs their mail room. 
Because they do a lot of business with Federal 
Express, she and her boss were invited to tour the 
local Federal Express installation. Knowing my 
interest in aviation, she got me in on it too. 


We arrived at the airport at about six-thirty in the 
morning. Mark, who is Joanne’s pet Federal 
Express account representative, met us there. 
The building is on the south edge of the Rochester 
Monroe County Airport. They have their own 
ramp, connected to the taxiway system right next 
to Eastman Kodak’s hangar. 


When we arrived, the only plane there was a 
Douglas DC-3, or perhaps more accurately C-47, 
as it was in Army Air Corps dress, circa 1942. 
Mark explained that it flies packages between 
Rochester and some local, smaller towns. 
Apparently, whoever owns this grand old warbird 
believes that she should earn her keep. 


It wasn't long before the morning plane, a purple 
Boeing 727-100 landed and taxied to the Federal 
Express ramp. It seems that Rochester has a net 
positive flow of packages these days, so the 
morning plane, delivering packages is a 727-100, 
while the evening plane that picks up packages is 
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a larger 727-200. 

Perhaps it’s time for a brief description of how 
Federal Express handles its overnight delivery. 
They originated the modern "hub and spoke" 
system. Late every afternoon planes from all over 
the country load up and, perhaps making several 
stops on the way, head to Memphis, Tennessee. 
They all arrive there by about 10 PM. All of the 
packages and envelopes from the planes are 
poured into a huge sorting center, with miles of 
conveyors. Several hundred people, often college 
students, madly sort the packages according to 
their destination. Then the planes are loaded and 
all take off for their respective destinations. 
Recently, they have also added subsidiary hubs 
such as Newark, NY. 


The planes are Boeing 727-100s and -200s at 
Rochester. Larger cities are served by DC- 10s. 
Smaller commuter-type aircraft are used on some 
routes. The 727s are mostly former passenger 
craft that have had their interiors and windows 
removed. The deck is strengthened and fitted with 
rollers. A cargo door is installed. 


The multi-skilled non-union crew at Rochester 
quickly unloaded the jet. The plane’s lower hold 
contained several mailbag-sized shipments, one of 
which was immediately loaded on a light 
twin- engined plane for a quick hop to Buffalo. 
Normally, Federal Express cargo to Buffalo is 
trucked in from Rochester, but this shipment was 
checks heading for Buffalo banks. The bankers 
find that it’s worth paying for special plane to get 
their checks a few hours earlier. Another "special" 
shipment was loaded into a waiting armored car. 
They didn’t tell us what that one was. 


Most of the cargo rides on the upper, passenger 
deck, in large metal containers shaped to fit the 
hull of the plane. A cargo door just forward of the 
wing on the port side allows these containers to be 
rolled out onto a mobile elevator. From the 
elevator, the containers are loaded into a 
standard-looking semi-trailer rig. This took 
perhaps twenty minutes, ten of which were an un- 
expected delay because the planes APU (auxiliary 
power unit) wouldn’t start and they had to bring up 
a ground power cart to get the cargo door open. 
All this time the engines stayed on at idle power. 
The semi-trailer was barely clear of the ramp when 
the plane turned and taxied to the runway. Next 
stop: Manchester, New Hampshire. 


The semi-trailer rig pulled up alongside the 
Federal Express building. There were five 
dock-level roll-up doors in the side of the building. 
These exactly matched the location of five similar 
doors on the side of the trailer. All the doors were 


rolled up and from inside the building we could see 
that each door had one of the freight containers 
behind it. The same crew that had unloaded the 
plane started unloading packages from the 
containers onto the conveyor system inside the 
terminal. Every package they put onto the 
conveyor they first scanned with bar-code wands 
connected to small recorders on their belts. The 
conveyors ran down from the raised dock to the 
floor of the terminal where fifty delivery vans and 
trucks were backed up to the conveyors, drivers 
standing ready. The drivers loaded their vans and 
drove off. The bar-code recorders were played 
back over a data link to the Federal Express 
computers in Memphis. 


Mark told us that Federal Express is the 
third-largest computer user in the United States, 
behind only the Federal Government and AT&T. 
Every package and letter is tracked throughout its 
journey by a unique number, on a bar-coded label. 
They are now equipping all Federal Express 
locations with satellite dishes to transfer package 
location data to their computer centers. They 
currently must be paying a fortune for terrestrial 
data circuits. 


Their trucks have digital data terminals in them that 
connect to the dispatch computers in the 
Rochester terminal. These small CRT terminals 
remember and display the various stops that each 
truck makes, and communicate that information to 
the dispatch center over VHF radio. If a customer 
calls to ask for an unscheduled pick-up, the 
dispatcher can find what truck is closest, and send 
a message to that truck's CRT to make the 
pick-up. As packages are picked up and 
delivered, the driver scans their bar-codes. The 
information goes by radio to the local dispatch 
center and then by satellite to the central 
computers. A customer can call Federal Express 
any time and get an accurate report on where their 


- package is, and when it got there. 


A free service available to large customers is a 
Federal Express "Postage Meter". This is actually 
a NEC APC-III computer, with a printer, a 
modem, and two 8" floppy disks. Its data base can 
be loaded by a customer with shipping information 
organized by, say, account number. Then airbills 
can be printed automatically for a shipment by 
entering the customer’s account number. 

Information for one-time shipments is entered on a 
forms-oriented screen to print an airbill. At the end 
of the day, the "meter" gets called-up by a Federal 
Express computer and the day's charges are 
added to the customer's account. The customer 
can also use the "meter" to inquire about the 
status of a package. It calls up the Federal 
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Express computer center and retrieves the data 
automatically. This free "meter" surely pays for its 
cost by facilitating billing, and reducing the number 
of human telephone people needed to handle 
inquiries. 


I found the whole Federal Express operation to be 
a good example of the application of technology to 
a traditional market. It is not hard to see how they 
keep a large market share in the competitive 
package delivery business. 


Crackpot Ideas Department 
Sleep and Information Flow 


Some time ago, while snoozing (a characteristic 
activity of this bear), | was struck with the followng 
insight. 


When | wake up in a dark room it’s very easy to 
fall back to sleep. In a lighted room it is harder, 
but still possible. Once | put on my eyeglasses, 
and get a clear look at the world around me, I’m 
effectively awake. In fact, | can feel a definite 
increase in awareness when | put on the glasses. 
| feel like I’m shifting from a dreamy, sleepy, 
free-associative trance to a rational, deterministic 
mode of thought. 


My particular vision problem is myopia. Objects 
more than a foot beyond my nose are blurry. | 
can’t read the time on my LED clock radio unless | 
get within about ten inches of it. 


| have read (but can't immediately cite a 
reference) that sleeping states are readily 
discernible on electro-encephalograms (EEGs). 
The brain functions in a detectably different 
manner during sleep. This is similar to the 
brainwave changes found in meditative trances or 
during sensory deprivation. Of particular interest, 
merely closing the eyes will often cause changes 
in the brainwaves. 


Of all the information channels (senses) we 
posess, vision has the highest bandwidth, the 
highest data rate. 


Suppose the rate that data enters the brain is 
linked to the current state of consciousness? Ina 
dark room, very little visual information is 
available. In a lit room, but with impaired vision, 
somewhat more information will flow. Finally, ina 
visually-rich environment (you should see my 
bedroom), with vision corrected for maximum 
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acuity, the visual information channel is running at 
full speed. 


Do you suppose the change in level of 
consciousness | feel when | put on my glasses is 
related to a detectable brainwave change caused 
by an increased data flow? 


Mailing Comments - APA-Tech 48 


Jamie -- Sorry to hear about you and Gail. -- Glad 
to hear that another Pyro is under way, though. -- 
! guess | have mixed feelings about a guest-edited 
issue. On one hand, | think a little variety in flavor 
would be nice. On the other, you've been doing 
such a GREAT job, so | wouldn't want to risk 
getting you pissed-off and quitting. -- Interesting 
tales of your work in the VAX world. | also work 
with VAXen, but of the UNIX (Ultrix, actually) 
variety. We just got DecNet-Ultrix running, and 
can finally talk to the VMS world at Kodak. Now if 
we could just manage to make our UNIX VAX read 
and write VMS BACKUP tapes, or get the VMS 
machines to handle UNIX tar tapes, we'd be all 
set. -- Re: TEX "I realize that the near-typeset look 
is too formal and professional in appearance for 
apazines!" , Not so! If it reduces the signal/noise 
ratio of the channel, it promotes communication. 


Guy Consolmagno -- Re: Asteroid occultation, | 
seem to recall that if you get enough data from 
different places, you can plot the shape of the 
"shadow" of the asteriod. Since the light source 
(the star being occulted) is effectively at an infinite 
distance, the only corrections needed are for the 
curvature of the earth and any angular motion of 
the asteroid. 


Bonnie -- So you're 27. | wonder then if I’m the 
oldest in the APA at the advanced age of 37? By 
the way, | don’t feel grown-up either. Grownups 
are entirely too serious for my tastes. -- Datashow: 
It does wonders for my annual Kodak employee 
bonus and my stock dividends to know that people 
Hh the teal world (ouside of the Big Yellow Box) like 
this stuff. 


Barry -- Re:"... Ko-Ko ... Poo-Bah ... (I’m under a 
geas to tell one joke a year that Kurt Erichsen 
would understand)..." \s that a comment on our 
ignorance of G&S, or Kurt's ignorance of anything 
else? 


Donna -- Good recap of Ishercon. | certainly had 
a wonderful time. -- Re your gripes and 
complaints: | think you and Tullio are a lot more 
brave and tolerant than most to sponsor such 
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craziness year after year. Don’t stop! Still, please 
DO speak up and let us hear your gripes. Fen are 
not always the most socially ept people and many 
of your complaints have to do with people just not 
thinking. Not thinking is easy, you know. -- I’m 
still not sure if | was right to show up without an 
invitation (Bentley said it was OK!). If not, I’m 
sorry if | troubled you. | guess I'll know when | 
see if I'm invited next year. -- Babies/children at 
Ishercon/Berzerkers/etc.: It's different. Have to 
watch where you walk and sit. They make a lot of 
noise sometimes. Other times big people have to 
be quiet when perhaps they'd rather be rowdy. 

Connie always seemed to have them in the 
bathtub just when | hoped to catch a shower. It’s 
definitely different with short folk around. 

Different, but nice. Children are fascinating to 
watch. I’m interested in what Rachel and Marlene 
will have become by next New Years. | think there 
is a place for fannish functions of both the 
“child-free" and “children-welcome" sorts. 


Connie -- What's the latest on the Isherfund? 
(Damn it, the ability to take hot showers is one of 
the few things that separate man from the beasts!) 


Guy -- Joanne and | rented Brazil a few weeks 
ago. | thought it was pretty good, but Joanne 
didn’t like it. Yes, Donna’s Mac does look like a 
refugee from that movie. 


Mailing Comments - APA-Tech 49 


Linda -- Thank you for your insight into a 
stranger’s life in Japan. Just last night in our local 
newspaper there was an article about two 
Japanese girls who are exchange students here in 
Rochester. They agree it’s very different, (but say 
that MacDonald's is the same in both countries.) | 
hope that either you or Japan will adapt to make 
your life there more pleasant. If not, | hope it does 
turn out to be shorter, not longer. 


Roxanne -- | like your rules for children at GT 
events. Well behaved and responsibly cared-for 
children should have no problems. As for others 
kinds the host/hostess has authority to "lay down 
the law" to obnoxious sorts of all ages. Just with 
the very young, the responsible adult gets the 
heat 


-- It doesn't look like I'll be making Hamfest this 


year after all. It hits right in the middle of my flight 
training when both time and money may be scarce. 
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I'd be obliged If you would keep me on the list, 
though. Maybe next year I could fly in? Hmm. 
Isn't there an air show in Dayton, too? -- 
Regarding Mexico, my sister, Cyndy, is now living 
in Mexico. She teaches skin diving and wind 
surfing to rich NorteAmericanos in Cancun. | live 
in Rochester where it snows eight months out of 
the year. Who do you suppose has the brains in 
our family? 


Bill -- "the history of aircars" , ground effect 
vehicles? They were very trendy back about 1960 
as | recall. Lots of stuff in Popular Science back 
then. Didn't hear as much about them after they 
became “everyday” technology, serving as 
gunboats in Viet Nam and ferries across the 
English Channel. -- "... messing with anti-protons, 
eryogenics and such ...", Interesting develop- 
ments lately in (relatively) high-temperature 
superconductors. | hope they get them working at 
liquid nitrogen temperatures before they build the 
SCSC. Since it looks like it is going to be quite a 
few years before large-scale hydrogen fusion gets 
going, we must try to preserve our precious helium 
supplies for the airships and filksingers of the 
future. Squandering this irreplacable element in 
our particle (and anti-particle, too!) accelerators 
will seem as barbaric to our children as the 
slaughter of Physeter catodon for lamp oil seems 
to us. -- “Af some point you're dead, and you have 
no more options at all", very true, very true. 

That's why I’m not ever going to grow up! 


Rod -- "Have you ever read any of the Tom Swift 
Senior stories?” \ndeed | have. | regret that | 
spent so much of my pre-teen life reading crummy 
Tom Swift Jr. stuff. Would that | had discovered 
the good stuff first. 


Greg -- (grumble, gripe, ...) | can see if | want to 
impress the rubes, this APA is not the place to do 
it. Does everybody here read Aviation Week? | 
gotta get better sources. -- It looks like General 
Dynamics isn't out of the expendable launch-ve- 
hicle business yet. March 23 AW&ST has a 
two-column bit about the Atlas G/Centaur with 
larger payload fairings "to accomodate space 
shuttle and Ariane 4-class payloads." {I presume 
by “space shuttle" they are referring to payloads 
smaller than the HST or KH-11}. 


Well, that’s all for now. The Bear 
says: "Rochester Tower, Skipper 


3-5-Lima, Page Avjet, request 
touch-and-go’s". 
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I Shoulda Turned Left at Albuquerque 


Bonnie Jones 
129 Burcham #1 
East Lansing, MI 48823 


FOR SALE: 1972 Dodge Van. Has cracked windshield, 
loose stéering, ripped seats, oversized rear tires, 
a dozen parking tickets outstanding, underestimates 
fuel and acceleration; leaks oil. Needs battery, 
gas cap; new registration and plates. $1998, 
$1389, BEST OFFER. Call Andy Anda. 


Now honestly, would you buy this vehicle? Especially 
knowing that it has sat for two years and knowing how Andy 
takes care of, or I should say doesn't take care of his cars? 
Well Sam Paris knew all this and still came up with the 
bright idea of buying this van and driving it from Los Ala- 
mos, NM to Chicago, by himself over a long weekend. After 
hearing of this, I decided to come along to make sure he came 
back in one piece. Sam, that is, not the van. I didn't 
expect the van to be in one piece to begin with. 

Sam and I have known Andy for several years and have 
observed Andy's driving many times. Sam has also had occa- 
sion to borrow Andy's car, and it invariably breaks down 
while Sam is driving. This has lead to the conclusion that 
Andy doesn't drive his car. He moves it by telekinesis which 
is why he never needs to perform maintenance on it. Now 
knowing this, Sam decides it would be a good idea to buy 
Andy's car. (Order up one padded cell, make that two, since I 
decided to go along for the ride.) 

I flew in from Lansing on Thursday morning, Feb. 26, to 
Chicago, a 35 minute flight. I waited longer than that for 
the bus to the airport. I had an 8 hour layover so I went 
home and lunch with Mom. Getting to and from the airport in 
Chicago is easy, It's a 24 minute subway ride. Back at the 
airport, As I sat waiting for the flight to Albuquerque and 
Sam (who was coming from work) I talked to a man who had been 
rerouted because of a major snowstorm that had closed the 
Denver airport. The airline assured us that there were clear 
skies over Albuquerque. We got in to Albuquerque late eve- 
ning, and went to a hotel near the airport, one that would 
pick us up because we each had a backpack, carry-on bag and 
sleeping bag. In Chicago, Sam had to check his backpack 
because they didn't want him carrying all his tools on the 
plane. What did they think he was going to do, dismantle it? 

We hadn't decide how to get to Los Alamos yet. There is 
a shuttle bus that goes to Santa Fe and we could get picked 
up from there. However, at the airport there was Ross Air- 
lines. The kind that has one guy that sells you the ticket, 
takes your luggage and flys the plane. Ross Airlines would 
fly us directly to Los Alamos in 25 minutes so we took it the 
next morning. What.a great way to see mountains! 

Andy had left his van with two friends that shared an 
apartment, named Andy and Scott. We called Scott at 12:45pm, 


and got him out of bed to pick us up at the airport. (He had 
to be a friend of Andy Anda's, he was a night person and his 
car. needed lots of work.) We had lunch and then went to see 
the van. ‘ 

Now, remember the snowstorm that closed Denver, well Los 
Alamos got a little of that storm too. The day before we got 
there, it had snowed 59 inches! A new record. Snow was 
piled everywhere, especially around and on the van. After 
trying to start it on its own, we cleared away enough snow to 
open the hood and jump start it. It seems that the battery 
wouldn't hold a charge. Every time they showed the van to a 
prospective buyer, it had to be jumped. It started, and 
actually ran by itself but we couldn't move it out of the 
snow. $0, it being late Friday afternoon, we had Scott take 
us to buy various necessities, such as a new battery and a 
shovel and Gum-out, Gum-out was needed because someone had 
stolen the gas cap and it was assumed that much of the fuel 
had evaporated, leaving gunk and melted snow in the fuel 
tank. 

The sun had started to go down behind the purple moun- 
tains when Sam and I tried to install the new battery. (Scott 
had left to put in a couple of hours work before taking us 
out to dinner that evening.) Actually, I just held the flash- 
light and blocked some of the wind that had started the same 
time we did. After a few minutes it was obvious that it was 
the wrong battery, the cables wouldn't reach. We just hoped 
the store was open on Saturday. We did do one thing produc-— 
tive that evening, we shoveled out the van. 

The next day, we took in the old battery and the new 
wrong one and got the right one, installed it and it worked 
terrific. Then after taking off the old New Mexico plates 
and putting on the new Illinois plates we went to the gas 
station and filled it up, checked the tires and went to an 
auto supply store to by wiper fluid, tire gauge, oil and 
flares. Sam wanted flares in case the electrical system 
failed on the highway, but the store didn't have them. 

We drove the van to Santa Fe, following Scott, partially 
in case the van broke down and also because Scott wanted to 
get new tires for his Datsun. In Santa Fe, we went to 
another auto parts store to get flares, (which they didn't 
have) belt dressing, and a new gas cap, which we had forgot- 
ten earlier. The only kind they had was one that opened with 
a key. Terrific, one more thing to lose. 

We went into the historic part of Santa Fe to have lunch 
and wander around. (Santa Fe is the oldest city in the U.S.) 
Since it was off season, most everything closed at 4:39 pm 
but we did find a bookstore that closed at 6 that had a mul- 
timedia presentation on the nistory of New Mexico. I asked 
the proprietor if there was a show at 6 pm. No, he replied, 
but then he closed up the shop and gave us a special showing. 
After the presentation, we bought a few books which we 
subsequently left in Scott's car. He still has them. After 
dinner, Sam and I took the van and headed into Albuquerque, 
and spent the night there. 

We had hoped to spend some time niking or sightseeing 


but it was now Sunday, and after breakfast, shopping for 
food, flares (he finally got them at a truck stop) filling 
the spare tire and getting gas and oil, it was 1 pm and time 
to hit the road. We took the southern route (to avoid the 
snow and the mountains) through new Mexico, the Texas Pan- 
handle, Oklahoma, Missouri and Illinois. For some reason I 
thought we were going to be home Sunday night so about 9 pm 
Sunday, I called my folks from Amarillo to tell them we 
wouldn't get in till late Monday. 

We traded off driving. I did maybe a third of it, which 
isn't bad for someone who doesn't have a car and only drives 
every couple of years on trips like this. Most of you know 
that Sam is a morning person, so that I would get the bulk of 
the night driving, which is fine with me because there is 
less traffic on the road, although I don't like the limited 
visibility. I also don't like to drive in cities, because of 
city traffic and all the trouble I could get into with stop 
lights, cross streets, cops, etc. so I would let Sam drive if 
we were going into a town. That evening Sam went to sleep in 
the back (we had brought sleeping bags and air mattresses) . 

About 2 am I entered Oklahoma City and got rather con- 
fused because I was supposed to pick up the Will Rogers Memo- 
rial Highway but the signs just gave me road numbers. I 
thought I had gotten on the correct road but wanted to be sure 
so I woke up Sam and asked "Am I going the right way?" He 
sat up, looked around and said "Yep." It is amazing that 
even when asleep, Sam always knows where he is going. (See 
Sam for other stories concerning this ability. Like the time 
Sam was asleep in the back seat of Andy's car when Andy and a 
friend in the front seat decided to go to Milwaukee. Sam, 
still asleep, reached forward and removed the keys from the 
ignition, locking the steering wheel while they were on the 
highway.) 

Shortly after this I pulled off the road to get some 
sleep. It's amazing how quickly a van can get very cold sit- 
ting out in 38 degree weather after you turn off the engine. 
It was really too cold to get much sleep so about 5:39 am, Sam 
got up, it being his usual time to arise anyway. It is also 
amazing how quickly the van can warm up when the engine is 
running. I slept through the rest of Oklahoma. You can tell 
when you cross from Oklahoma into Missouri because things go 
from being brown to green. That explains why the states are 
different colors in my atlas. 

Just inside Missouri we stopped for gas. We had been 
stopping every 158 miles or so, because the fuel gauge never 
registered more than 3/4 full. We continued to put ina 
quart of oil at every fill-up and we were getting better gas 
millage as the terrain got flatter. (about 12 mph) A problem 
we had from the start was that shifting was very loud and 
difficult. Being an automatic transmission, we didn't take 
much notice of it. As I got behind the wheel, getting ready 
to move out, Sam decided to check the transmission fluid, 
something he hadn't though of before. It was so low that we 
put in a whole quart, and you know, it did shift easier after 
that. 


In Missouri I drove for 4 hours straight, which is my 
limit, then I start pulling my hair out. We changed drivers 
just -before St. Louis because I was not going to drive 
through it in Monday afternoon rush hour. About 19 pm we 
were two hours outside of Chicago. Sam needed a nap so I 
told him I would drive for an hour or so and he could drive 
into Chicago. 

The traffic was light, mostly trucks. After about an 
hour, I was doing alright so I figured I would drive until 
Sam woke up or I got nervous. We were going up Highway 55 
and I started to recognize the southern suburbs. Now I was 
hoping he wouldn't wake up. I saw this as a challenge, test- 
ing my metal, so to speak. As the traffic got heavier I 
found myself in the fast lane, keeping up with traffic. I 
knew I couldn't keep this up for long so I got behind a truck 
doing about 68 and followed him right into the city, through 
downtown and into the north side. By the time we got into 
the north side there was no problem. I was on home turf. The 
traffic lightened up and I tipped my imaginary hat to the 
truck got off one exit before I did. As I pulled to the top 
of the ramp and stopped at the traffic light, Sam woke up, 
looked around and gave me a sitting ovation. I had hoped to 
have pulled up in front of the house and then woke him up, 
saying I couldn't drive anymore. Then He would get up and be 
amazed to find us in front of my folks house. That would 
have been more impressive. Things never work out that way. 

We did arrive in one piece. It was exactly midnight 
when we arrived, after 34 nours on the road. it was 34 hours 
because of two time zones we passed through. And the next 
morning, Sam drove the van to work. He didn't have a vehicle 
before this. He spent the winter riding his bike to work. 


NEWS BULLETIN: I FINISHED THE DATA GATHERING PART OF MY 
THESIS! 


COMMENTS ON APA #49 


Bill H: I wouldn't gripe about other peoples’ minac if I 
were you. As I recall, we didn't hear from you for almost a 
year! sHouULD Be 
Donna: Sorry, I forgot you were Linda's younges © Bold 
sister. I still have a hard time with the idea of people 
younger than myself being married and owning houses, etc. 
Also, I think of you as a mature, responsible adult, which, 
in my mind, makes you older than me. 

Steve: I recommend Woody Allen's Radio Days if you haven't 
seen already. It's about growing up in the 194G's. Also, a 
new T.V. show called The Popcorn Kid on Friday night (I 
think). It stars a young man selling popcorn in an old 
movie palace. In the pilot, the movie they were showing was 
The Day the Earth Stood Still! 

Rod: Have you heard of salt bread? It doesn't need yeast. 
Annette: Great cover! I wonder how many people noticed? 
Sam: Hi! Did I leave anything out of the story? 


Fractal Realities 
By Hugh Daniel 1987/3/29 


When I wander from the beaten path I seem to do it with a 
vengeance. I have been out wandering the back swamps of my mind, and I have 
not gotten back inside to the compute to submit anything to Apa-Tech for 
a very long time now. I do have about 5 full or allmost full submittions 
that never got off disk onto paper, hopefuly you folks will never have to 
read these. 


Well I have decided to leave the swamps and go for a long hike in the 
north woods, so I might as well get my supplies. together and write this note 
to you all. Ceative writing will have to wait for another time. 


In about a weeks time I am going to be off to northern California and 
Oragon to do some coastal hiking. I have been living on the West coast for 
over three years and have not gone camping once. I am even taking practice 
hikes in Golden Gate park! 


In any case I have been absent from these pages for so long its not 
even ricidulous. Some of you might think that I am moving back to Ann 
Arbor, this might happen yet, but not for at least three months and it seems 
like it is getting less likely all the time. In short I dont know what I 
will be doing more then a month or so from now and so have no plans to move. 


I can still reached at: 

Hugh Daniel Po Box 7213 Menlo Park CA94026 
415/665-3140.mabell hugh@well.uucp hugh@ingress.berkeley.edu 
hugh@1ll-crg.arpa hugh@borax.1lcs.mit.edu hugh@apple.csnet 

or at home 777 Clayton St. San Francisco Californa 94117 


Since it have been a long time since I was last seen in these pages, 
I thought I would point out that writing for Apa-Tech (or any thing longer 
then a note or code comment) is an arduous in both spelling and context. 
If you have any comments. ("I cant take all these misspelled words any more!"), 
please copy my part of the ish and red pencil in the corrections and send 
them to me. Thus saving the other from having to read about my grammer and 
spelling. (I do take criticisms well, but I have to be able to tell that thats 
what they are, which can be hard for me) 


I have a thought project for you GT’ers out there: If you could 
- launch a VERY small package into orbit around some planet (Moon most likely, 
Mars is another easy one) what would it be? 


Fun, huh? I am not -gding to burden you with whys and the whatlike, 
I am looking for real HARD ideas on how You would design and/or construct 
something under 100kg that you built and some one (NOT a goverment, so keep 
this down to something you would do at work (and NOT at Ishercon!!!!)) else 
paid for, ie it is a product you are selling. 


For those of you who dont want to design a small space craft, just 
tell me what might (if you had the cash) make you Pay someone else to build 
and launch a small space probe to another planet. 

Alas this is just a thought experment, some friends did it to me and 


I am still thinking on it at some length. So, what would you build? 


Mailing Comments: 
(These are from just a ish or two I had around) 
Bob Trembley: BBS’s in the Detroit area. You can find a list (as well at a 
great BBS) on M-Net 313/994-6333. It is a free 12+ user Unix system. 


Rolf: I am big fan of Calvan and Eyebeam, everybody ought to read them. 


GuyC: I would love to review your book, I make a real tough guinea pig. Your 
point about the way we use sex words as swear words got to me. Long ago 

(when I was very young) I diassociated ‘swear’ words from there normal 
meanings, then years later the sex words came into a new light. Now years 
later again I see that I never reconnected the words different meanings. 


GuyC: Seems that you are writing things that I want to read, I would also 
like to see your textbook on planetary science. Seems that I am reading a 
lot of textbook style things these days. 


Rod: I dont want to say much on this topic, but I will say that anything 
that is a weapon can be use for offense, SDI included. We will live to find 
out that your statement, "Here we have a first in history, a weapon which 
cannot be used against the general populace." is patentely false, though I 
might wish that it were true, the Universe does not work that way. 


Barry: I feal that using ‘’civilian’ in the space program is misleading, in 
that what is more important is that these folks are US Citisens doing 
something they want to do and NOT out to ‘protect’ the US. I was hitting the 
walls during the Challengar disaster when the tube was saying things like, 
“today 6 Astronaut and one Civilian...", in my book thats “today 7 
Astronaut..." or whatever. 


Wonderful Times 
As some of you know I just spent a week in Chicago. I wish to thank 
everyone in Chicago, I had a wonderful time with all of you. The highlights 
of my trip were Andy & Annette’s wedding/party and the next weekend when I 
really felt the change of seasons for the first time in over three years, 


Sitting in my room at the Lovell’s with the windows open, 
some golden sunlight comming in throughout the trees and a warm caress of the 
spring wind made me feel part of the Earth and the cycle of Life again. 
This was a very heady Sunday in Chicagoland, which can be an incredible place. 


May 


Have fun folks... 


SEOREORYGINUS 


BORBORYGMUS #3, an APA-TECH zine by Barry Gehm 


ON SDI 

A fair amount has been written in the apa lately about the Strategic 
Defense Initiative. Here are my thoughts on the subject. This is intended for 
general consumption, although some of the remarks are responses to individual 
comments and are addressed as such. 

I am not an ardent supporter of SDI; neither am I adamantly opposed to SDI 
research. 1 am opposed to making an unproven amorphous speculation the 
cornerstone of the United States’ foreign and military policies, or a litmus 
test for patriotism. There are good reasons for questioning if SDI can perform 
as advertised; further, even if it can perform as advertised it will not make 
the United States invulnerable to nuclear attack. The constant attempts to 
sell SDI to the American public, by implying that it will, is one of the things 
that makes me most skeptical. If proponents of SDI had sound reason on their 
side, would they have to resort to trash like that ad with the crayon drawings 
and the little girl’s voice describing the SDI sheild stopping the missiles 
aimed at her house? 

Some people, such as Rod, have made the point that, for now at least, SDI 
is just research, and it seems unreasonable to be opposed to research. Surely, 
they say, it is better to do the research than not to do the research. This is 
an appealing argument, and could be applied to research on any subject. That 
is precisely the problem. In a finite world, one has to make not simply 
decisions, but choices. Before we can answer the question, "Should we have 
SDI?" we must ask the next question, "Instead of what?" Instead of arms 
control treaties? Instead of adequate conventional weaponry? Instead of a 
smaller deficit? Instead of scientific research into non-SDI subjects? These 
choices are already being made. 

In AT#46 Donna asked Rod,"If the SDI lasers, etc. cannot be used 
offensively, why do news reports state and/or imply that they can?" In #48, Rod 
replied, "Because they are both ignorant and seeking sensationalism. This is 
the same reason they call it "Star Wars"; [sic for semicolon] to degrade the 
very concept by implying it is childish dreamstuff." 

First of all, Rod, I think the main reason that the media suggest that SDI 
lasers, etc., at least might have offensive uses is that no one can demonstrate 
that they won’t. I for one find it very hard to imagine a laser that has the 
power, collimation and aim to shoot down an ICBM in flight but has absolutely 
no other possible military uses. It is impossible to say for sure what else 
SDI weapons will or won’t be able to do since (among other reasons) it is 
impossible to get the people who are supposed to be in charge to agree on what 
SDI will entail. Depending on who you listen to, SDI is a nuclear/non-nuclear 
system that will protect our population/missiles against attack, and which will 
certainly will/won’t share with the Russians when we get it running in 
5/10/20/50 years. 


Secondly, why should only the advocates of SDI get to determine the 
nomenclature we will use (especially since they can’t agree on what the name 
refers to)? You brand those who use the term "Star Wars" as ignorant 
sensationalists. The first person I recall hearing use the term was SDI’s 
chief cheerleader, Ronald Reagan. You may be right about him, but everybody? 
I think a lot of people (including me) use the term as a convenient tag and an 
alternative to yet another acronym in an area already overrun with acronyms. 
And even if some people do use "Star Wars" as a term of derision, what makes 
their name-calling any more reprehensible than your own? 

In sum, I support the idea of exploring the possibility of "strategic 
defense." But I don’t think you can go into a research program with the idea 
that only one answer is acceptable. The possiblity, practicality and 
affordabilty of SDI remain to be demonstrated. We cannot permit our leaders to 
pretend that these matters are already settled, and to stake the future of the 
country on that pretense. 


Rashomon vs. Godzilla 


Bill said to me, "You know, if you, I, Jamie and Greg all talk about our 
trip to San Diego, it could be a real Kagemusha." 

I said, "A what?" 

"You know, that movie where four people tell the same story from four 
different viewpoints.” 

"You mean Rashomon." 

“Well, whatever. Don’t you think that might get boring, reading about the 
same stuff four times?" 

"I bet that’s just what St. John said.” 

"L’espirit d’escalier! You just thought of that as you were typing this!" 

"Anyway, what should we do about it?" 

“Maybe we should write up a joint account." 

"All right, 1711 send you what I’ve written, and you can add your 
comments." 

"Fine. Is this you talking or me?" 

"Who can tell?" 
{If Bill hasn’t dropped the baton which I admittedly handed him rather late in 
the race, an account of our travels should appear in this issue. Cherchez le 
fan.] 


GOLDEN OLDIES: Mailing comments on 45. 


Sheila: Welcome! Welcome! Welcome! 
Linda: I haven’t forgotten your request for an explanation of my 
work. As soon as I figure out what I’m doing, I’1] tell everyone 
about it. 
Guy C.: Aren’t xerox machines wonderful? They make it possible to 


quote verbatim at length from sources whose title and author are 
completely forgotten. 


Rod: The figures for SDI software I have heard run more to 

millions of lines than hundreds of thousands. And I think most 
programmers would agree that the incidence of bugs increases with at least the 
square of the length of the program. More on SDI in this issue. |} Will talk 
about comics soon. |} Is there really a Krypton, KY? I’d like to take a trip 
from there to Metroplis, IL. 


Bonnie: Good title. || It.was my foot, not my ankle. 


Bill: Wowbagger the Infinitely Prolonged called Arthur Dent a 

complete kneebiter. That’s all I know about the term. tt 
Asimov’s essay on the Julian-Gregorian transition is called "The Days of Our 
Years" and is in OF TIME, SPACE, AND OTHER THINGS. I drove about 2000 miles to 
find this out. At 30 cents a mile, you owe me $600. Pay up. 


Guy W.: I think you overestimate the toxicity of metallic mercury, but 
I wouldn’t want you to be any more maniacally reckless than you 
already are. Keep zinc powder handy (but don’t breathe any). 


Greg: Congratulations on being the only person (apparently) to catch 
vis vobiscum. 


REDUCED FOR QUICK SALE: Mailing comments on 46. 

Shel la: I have a corollary to Clarke‘’s 3rd law! "Any technoloay 

distinguishable from magic is insufficiently advanced." |} It is 
better to have written and typo’ed than never to have written at all. More of 
my ideas on standards of English in apazines in a later issue. 11 Last summer 
Tullio took me out to the range where he shoots. It was my first experience 
with handguns. With a Colt .45, I was able to place four out of four shots 
accurately enough that I could (just barely) cover all 4 bulletholes with my 
hand, which also covered the center of the target. That was at 25 yds. With a 
.22, I couldn’t hit anything. I hadn’t had much sleep, and my hands were a bit 
shaky, which the weight of the .45 helped eliminate. It was interesting, but I 
don’t think I’d do it 3 times a week. 


Guy W.: Re yr ct me: Must have been deja vu. 
Guy W.: Re yr ct me: Must have been deja vu. 
Guy C.: Boy, would ConQuistador have helped you prepare your talk on 


NASA! How did it go, anyway? 


Rod: Re franchising the Bear & Billy show: "You guys stay home, 

just send the bears," is just what we’re afraid of. 
Roxanne: Re yr ct me re bears: Arrrgh! |} re yr ct 555 Times: The 

Texas Instruments 855 printer takes up to 3 ROM font cartridges, 
including an available Greek & special symbols font. Zee? {| re yr ct me re 


Alpha Centauri: that’s surface distance (air miles). 


Greg: All graphite-core reactors have another built-in positive 

feedback factor: hot graphite is a better moderator than cold 
graphite. More heat produces better moderation produces more fission produces 
more heat... und so wilder. 


Pp. 3 


Tullio: 1 think the idea that we should build SDI to guard against a 

nuclear attack not by the Soviets but by Khadaffi, Khomeini, and 
others.of their ilk is way off base. Do you really think they’11 use an IBCM? 
Eveneheré are so many easier, cheaper and less traceable ways to deliver a 
nuke? They didn’t bomb the Marine barracks in Lebanon from an airplane, you 
know. 


Donna: Re yr ct Greg: Bonnie and I also saw Ivan take the pie. 

The item that got him was a sort of toroidal water ballon that 
runs out of your hand unless you hold it just right. Catching it is almost 
impossible. : 


Alice: To paraphrase Clare Booth Luce (or was it Dorothy Parker?), 
if you agree with whoever is closest, come sit next to me. 


MAILING COMMENTS ON AT#47 
Cover: Bonnie B. Good! 


555 Times: Seems a shame to lose our founder, but the law is the law. 
Hope Renee, Marty and John find the time to rejoin us. 


Dave: Re Star Trek IV: character development? C’mon, we don’t 

want character development, we want the same familiar friends 
from 20 years ago. I thought ST4 was more like the tv series than any of the 
previous movies -- both in its strengths and weaknesses. |} How the Pill works 
(short form): it makes a woman’s ovaries think she’s already pregnant, so she 


doesn’t ovulate. |} Loved your Mac message. {| Hi Kate! Write again soon! 

Andy: Wish I could have made it to the wedding. Good luck with 
marriage and graduate school. 

Susannah: American foods? Chili, Cincinatti or elsewhere. Corn on the 
cob. Chocolate chip cookies! (With or without peppermint soaked 

walnuts. ) 

Rolf: I’ve seen Mrs. Bryne’s dictionary advertised many times. 


Someday I shall have to get a copy. Re yr ct Greg "...1 admit to 
never having understood what to do with ‘it it’s its’ “...%: | find it amazing 
that bright guys like you and Rod who have mastered things much more 
complicated (like Hollerith codes) find this tricky. 

its: possessive -- takes no apostrophe, just like his and hers 
it’s: contraction for it is -- apostrophe replaces i, cf. he’s » she’s 


its’: this string does not occur in English. 


Cap’n Al: All Things Considered once noted that Boston drivers consider 
using turn signals to be giving information to the enemy. 

Greg: Where do you get these epigraphs under your titles? What do 
they mean? |! See my comments on ST4 to Dave, above. {} Not only 


will you get a sock in the jaw, I’m not even going to wash the sock first. {1 

Thanks again for being the perfect host. I had a great time. You should come 
stay with me sometime -- it’11 remind you how graduate students live, in case 

you’re really serious about going back. 


p- 


Guy W: Diffusing a bomb is easy. All you have to do is smear 

vaseline on your glasses. It’s defusing them that’s tough. I 
went for the flashbulbs since I didn’t know enough to tackle the electronics -- 
basically thinking like a chemist instead of an electronicist. P.S. I don’t 
want to become known as the Official GT Bomb Disposer! Being an Official GT 
Half-wit is enough for me. 


Sam: Glad to see your by-line again, even though it’s attached to 
some fairly grim reading. May it not happen again. (The stuff 
that inspired the grim reading, I mean -- not seeing your by-line.) 


Valli: Congratulations on the algebra course. Now you know how the 
Universe works. (Once you take calculus, you’11 know why it 
works that way. Geometry and trig come in there somewhere, too.) ;| Wonderful 


travelogue, and on Christmas colors, too. Someday I‘11 have to honor my 
Bohemian ancestry by getting you to lead me on a tour of the Czech areas. 


Joa: Es gef4llt mir, dass Sie in Apa-Tech schreiben. Jetzt k&nnen 
wir diesen Japanischsprechern ein Ding oder zwei zeigen. {} And 
if that isn’t mangled enough, there’s more where that came from. {1 You sound 
like you were born a techie. |! You could also use baking soda, washing soda, 
or lime (the chemical, not the fruit) to neutralize the acidity of the water. 
It’s awfully easy to overshoot with lye. {{ Since I’m going to have to figure 


out how to do umlauts if the verbs in the first two sentences are going to come 
out right, I can put them over your name too, Mr. Schirmann. How do you feel 
about the standard typographic dodge of putting an e after the vowel that 
should have the umlaut? |! Your writing betrays your non-native status only by 
the excellence of your grammar and by treating the word "news" as plural. 


Kiran: What makes you a glueball? |} Even if SDI will work (whatever 

that means -- see my comments above) there is still some question 
over whether it is worth building. Specifically, how much js it worth to force 
our adversaries to find another way (other than ICBMs) to deliver their 
warheads? Some of these methods (cruise missiles, sub-launched missiles, 
bombers) already exist; others may be developed. Maybe it will be worth the 
cost, maybe not, depending on how expensive SDI turns out to be. But keep in 
mind the most overlooked fact about SDI -- it is not a defense against nuclear 
weapons. It is only a defense against one way of delivering them. 


MAILING COMMENTS FOR AT#48 


Jamie: Once again, thanks for inviting us to ConQuistador. {| My 

copy of your zine sure was arranged funny: the pages ran |, 13 
(assigned arbitrarily to unnumberd page bearing con schedule), 1, 2, ly 4» 3, 
6, 5, 8, 7, 10, 9, 12, 11, 13, 14 (Simpact ad). I hope this keeps you from 
feeling too smug about LaTex, laserprinting, and all that stuff. {i I 
consider myself an honorary Chicago person and would try to contribute to a 
Chicago guest issue, but I don’t know if I’d be any more likely to write than 
usual. |} re yr ct Greg: The number of people who voted for Lyndon LaRouche 
and his chums may be quite small, but the number who voted for Ronald Reagan is 
quite large. Greg has reasons to be worried. 


ps 


Guy 6: Tell me what Michigan Red Hots are (and where they’re called - 
that) and I’11 try to find out what we call them here. 


Bonnie: re yr birthday: Soon we will tie your boots around your neck 
and throw you into the fjord. {{ Do you owe us a footnote or is 
that asterisk a divider? {{ Now that your finger is healed your zines will of 


course be longer, right? 


John: My old Datsun caught fire once while on the way from East 

Lansing to Chicago with Nikki. The wire from the ammeter to the 
hot block shorted out on where it went through the firewall (appropriately 
named) and the insulation and eventually the wire (all the wires) burned away. 
1 managed to jerry-rig a replacement electrical system on the side of the road, 
with a spool of wire I had in the trunk. The rewired version dispensed with 
such frivolities as a voltage regulator or ignition switch. It got us the 
remaining 80 miles to the hotel, but when we got there, I couldn’t bring myself 
to tell the mandatory valet parking valets that they wouldn’t be able to turn 
the engine off, since it was hot-wired. 


Donna: The bullets also hide in my shoulder bag. I find another one 
every time I go looking in there. |} I had a wonderful time at 

Ishercon (except for the parting shot from the neighborhood Smash & Grab 

team). Unfortuantely, I recognize myself as an offender in some of the 

problems you mentioned. Will try to do better in the future. |} Thanks again 

for your and Tullio’s help when I was benighted in Ka’zoo on the way back from 

San Diego. 

Rod: Re yr silhouette target: usu: a the term scale refers to nie” 
linear measure, which goes Eien distance. If your % ote 

target is really quarter scale (i.e. about 1.5 feet tall) it would have 1/16 4 

the area of a full size target, and would be the same apparent size at 25 yds 

as a person at 100 yds. If it really presents at 25 yds the same apparent size 

as a person at 50 yds then it would be about 3 ft tall and most people would, 

call that half scale. || Do you ever feel uncomfortable shooting at 

people-shaped targets? See ct to Sheila on shooting, above. |} re yr ct Greg: 

I’m not sure what materials the liquid oxygen comes in corfact with in a rocket 

fuel system, but I suspect ozone would eat a lot of things that might be OK 


with 0,. {| I remember Magnus. Did you ever see the parody in Slow Death? 
1} Seé comments for AT#47 to Rolf re its/it’s. {|} See "On SDI" above, if you 
haven’t already read it, for my ct re yr ct Donna. 
Rolf: Bill explained your title to me, but if you’re going to get 

that obscure, it would be nice to include explanations. {| re yr 
ct Dave re his ct Tullio re "Exploding Cat Heads": I suspect the main reason 
was desperation for a cover. || The Blue Island Tavern sounds like something 


straight out of Heinlein’s Beyond This Horizon. 


Susannah: Twain was apparently one of the first litereary writers to 

routinely use a typewriter in preparing his manuscripts, and I 
believe he even invested in a company that manufactured them, so your quote 
could well be accurate. |} re Halloween: Aren’t you worried the kids will eat 
the Crayolas? 


po 


Steve: Re yr ct Susannah: it is well established that children (<5 

yrs old or so) learn new languages easily. (Even their "old" 
language is still pretty new to them.) Unfortunately, unless the 
polyglottosity (ain’t that a beaut?) is continued beyond this age, they also 
loose them easily. {{ Write more! (Please?) 


Bob & Connie: So sorry to hear about your miscarriage. {| The real fun 

at Ishercon will come when Rachel and Marlene and those still to 
come get old enough to start agitating for a "no grownups” policy. 
Fortunately not too many people will have to be excluded. |{ I’m having 
second thoughts about the wisdom buying a hot water heater (redundant phrase) 
for Isher. It seems to me the level of sexual tension at Ishercons is high 
enough already, and getting rid of the cold showers will just make matters 
worse. Instead of putting a water heater in at Donna and Tullio’s, we ought 
to leave it as it is, and take out the one across the street. Nevertheless, I 
stand by my pledge. You’!1 get the money as soon as | get my tax refund, or 
sooner if you make threats. 


Guy: I saw your Brazilian Mac at Donna & Tullio’s. Jeez. {{ I’d 
like to make the berzerker but it’s still very much up in the 
air. I’m not even sure where I’11 be living in August (or if!). 


Joa: I think I understand your reaction to the bomb-defusing game 

even though I mostly disagree with you, despite being one of the 
few GTers ever to have to deal with the real thing. Most of us grew up 
Playing with toy guns (you may have noticed a lot of that at Ishercon, too) 
and watching the Coyote blow himself up every week trying to catch the 
Roadrunner. If you look at the games we play now (computer, role-playing, even 
chess), most of them involve some form of simulated combat. I’m not saying 
this is good, but it’s too late to change us. We are what we are. Either 
we’re frustrated weapons fanatics on the very edge of exploding into real 
violence, or we’re able to make a sharp distinction between fantasy weapons 
and violence and the real things. With one or two possible exceptions, I 
think most of us fall in the second category. {| Excellent comments on 
children and multiple languages. 


Valli: Re yr ct Guy re sex roles at Ishercon: I didn’t play any 
computer games but I didn’t play with the babies much either 
(which I regret). 1 did do some cooking (mostly the bear bacon, which nobody 


else could bear (heh, heh) to stand next to). Should I get a chromosome test, 
or was I just being a liberated man? As you know, that’s a great way to get-- 
well, never mind. 


eeeWell, it’s 12:30 am, this has to go in the mail tomorrow, and I still 
have to teach the printer how to do umlauts. Fortunately #49 was almost two 
weeks late, so I have a good excuse for not doing mc’s for it. So long, 
folks, and don’t die. 


“selADIOTS, EXPLOSIVES, AND 
FALLING ANVILS" 


another screen zine from: 
Steve Salaba 
610 Luella Court 
Kalamazoo, MI 49001 

Hello again! At last! An APA title I won’t have to explain! 
Let’s start with something relatively easy (since I have the last 
issue sitting right here on my lap),,, 
MAILING-type COMMENTS: 


I like the cove How long did it take you to design the 
"inversion”? Was it really designed at Capricon, or did it just 
debut there? 2 


Linda- Always enjoy hearing fron our foreign correspondent. Any 
comment on the semi-recent news story about Japanese microchip 
manufacturers selling to the US below thier own cost? Even after 
promising they wouldn’t? If anyone has the straight dope on this 
it should be you, 

The newest toy here is a Ruxpin-like Talking Mickey Mouse. Not 
to mention the Talking Snoopy. Can a commercially available Bear 
& Billy be far behind? 


Roxanne - re yr cmt "Boys have nothing at all- ever”. Sounds like 
a punishment to me. (Joke) 


Susannah - re yr cmt to Bonnie - As for my looking older, the 
beard probably helps (and the grey hair). As for my feeling older, 
that’s something entirely different. 


Kiran - re Trivial Pursuit - I seem to have this undeserved 
reputation of being a Death Dealing Trivial Pursuit Player so no 
one will play with me. I’m not that good - really! Which reminds me 
of an idea I once heard (I think it was Tullio’s) for a game 
called Significant Pursuit. The answers are all things you really 
need to know, like how to tie a tourniquet, how to diffuse a 
bomb,... 

Sam - I agree with your comments re the Lone Ranger Movie 
(which I think was titled "The Legend of the Lone Ranger”). It 
deserved to die. Like some Dino De Laurentiis movies I could 
mention. Has Dino ever made a really good movie? (i.e. not a 
ripoff?) 

Re yr cmt re Bomb Diffusing - Next year we might combine 
Monopoly with Nuclear War. Just think of nuking the Capitalist 
Opressors on Park Place... 

EVERYONE - I appreciate all the positive comments I’ve recieved 
on the Capricon Dance (so far no negative ones). A large Thank 


You must also be given to Paula Smith, who rode shotgun on the 
tape machine so that I could get out and dance. 

Ditto for the kind comments about my sharing my film collection 
- It’s no fun without YOU - the audience. By the way, the missing 
reel from the Surprise Movie has been found. It came in the mail 
two weeks ago with profuse apologies. I’m hoping that I won’t 
have to wait till Ishercon X to show it...Movie Party, anyone? 


Bill - Maybe "Widesreen Mama” is more obscure than I thought. Its 
just another Rlythm & Blues parody using the formula: ”-- 
Mama, Don’t You -----~------ Me.” Those ads were Just Plain Copied 
from the 1912 Motion Picture Handbook. (Or was that “laser 
printer” comment a joke?) Maybe us folks here in the Apa should 
design a custom character that stands for "joke”. Something like 
"ef for instance. Then everybody would get it. Nobody would feel 
left out. Or we could go back to the numbering system: 

COMEDIAN: *47” 

AUDIENCE: "HA HA HA HA!” 

ROD - RE yr cmt to Jamie - In synch with other drivers - The 
example you quote is exactly the situation of my first and only 
traffic accident. The other guy "didn’t see me” and pulled out 
‘and I hit him. He, I, and the police all agreed it was Ais fault 
but he was driving a rusty heap with no insurance and, of couse, 
was able to drive away. I was not. Thank goodness only our cars 
were injured. 

My neighbor’s car caught fire once, in the driveway next to my 
house. I was awakened at 3 AM by the horn going off, my 
neighbor shouting at me to get out of the house, followed by 
three fire engines and five police cars... 

Re zero gee soft drinks - seen the new Pepsi commercial that 
parodies "Top Gun”? I understand that it can be found at the 
beginning of the "Top Gun” video tape. The pilots are out flying 
and they’re all laughing at one cadet because they’ve glued his 
bottle of Pepsi down. He calmly turns the plane upside down and 
pours it out into a glass. This commercial is supposed to make 
the video tape sell for less. It must be true. A store in nearby 
Grand Rapids is selling the "Top Gun” tape for $19.99. 


I was told by my boss the other day that a form I printed is up 
for an award. "The Best Looking Form of 1987” or something. I 
asked him "What do I get if I win?” He said "Nothing”. (What do I 
care? I’ve got an Oscar!) 

Speaking of Oscars, the 
awards were on last night and it was pretty much as I expected. 
Woody Allen, having snubbed the Academy, was snubbed in return. 
Paul Newman finally got his Oscar, though he deserved one for 
"The Verdict”, I thought. The only surprise was Best Actress. 
Though I thought she deserved it, I didn’t think the Academy 
would vote one for Marlee Matlin. 


Here, before I say goodbye, is the source for the title 


~ IDIOTS, EXPLOSINES, 
AND FALLING ANVILS . 
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Confessions of a 


Gadget-Mad Yuppie 


Another zine for APA-TECH 
by David D. Levine 
117 NW Trinity Place #37 
Portland, OR 97209 
(S03)224-6427 


This zine was composed with the help of at 
least four different computers, only two of 
which have anything in common other than a 
serial port. A good deal of the text was written 
on a Gould PowerNode running UNIX; most 
of the remainder, including all of the mailing 
comments, was written on my new machine 
(about which more anon); transferring the file 
from the Gould to the new machine involved 
the intermediation of a VAX (the VAX has di- 
alup lines, the Gould doesn't); the art, layout, 
and final editing were done on a Macintosh 
Plus. Truly a paradigm of the modem age. 


Tve always wanted a laptop computer. The 
thrill of computing on the open road! Word 
processing under the starry skies! Spread- 
sheets in the swimming pool! It makes my 
spirits soar just to think of it. But they were al- 
ways too expensive, ar too heavy, or the screen 
was too small or too hard to read, or I just 
couldn't justify the expense for such a point- 
less gadget. Finally, last month, everything 
came together. 

Kate and I are both in another APA (TAPS, the 
Terrean Amateur Press Society), so we have 
the same APA deadlines. Not only that, but 
Kate's become rather a Macaholic. She's even 
gotten ajob typing for Robert Sheckley (he 
lives just a few blocks from here, and he put 
out a call for a typist who had a Mac and could 
transcribe some works in progress from auctio 


cassettes and paper to disks), which ties up the 
Mac still more. Many’s the evening we would 
into “Gee, Dad, can I use the computer to- 
night?” I decided J really wanted a second 
computer. 
Also, Intel has this nifty stock participation 
plan, and Inte! stock has more than doubled in 
value in the last six months. I got lucky: I 
bought right when it hit bottom (at a discount, 
no less), and I sold at a local maximum, so I 
had some cash I could spend painlessly. 


So here I was with means and motive. Now 
all I needed was an opportunity... an opportu- 
nity to throw my money at some computer 
dealer for the machine of my dreams. After 
some shopping around, I found something 
that was almost exactly what I wanted: the 
NEC PC 8500 (shown in the picture at the top 
of the page). The vital statistics: 

¢ Size: 85" x 115” x 2” (closed) 

© Weight: 6 pounds 


¢ Memory: 64K (normally 32K RAMdisk/32K 
working RAM) 
© Software in ROM (96K): 

— CP/M, with both “A>” command line 
and user-friendly menu interface 
(similar to that of the TRS-80 model 100) 

— Aselection of CP/M extended commands 
(PIP, STAT, SUBMIT, etc) 
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— WordStar-To-Go (95% of WordStar in a 
little tiny box) 
— CalcStar-To-Go (ditto) 
— “Personal Filer’ (limited file-card-like da- 
tabase) 
— TELCOM (telecommunication program; 
emulates VT100 (subset) and Soroc IQ- 
120, includes auto-login features and 
XMODEM upload / download with built- 
in WordStar to plain-ASCII conversion) 
© Screen: 80 x 25, blue supertwist LCD (nice, 
very readable) 

Keyboard: full-size, with all standard type- 

writer keys plus imbedded numeric pad, ar- 

Tow keys, and five function keys (with soft 

labels on screen) 

Ports: DB-25 RS-232 (up to 19200 baud), paral- 

lel printer, 2 modular telephone plugs 

(computer-to-line and phone-to-computer, 

so you can talk on the phone when you're 

not using the modem), data cassette plug, 
systembus 

Power. 4 C cells or AC adapter. Runs up to 9 

hours on alkaline batteries. “Low battery” 

light indicates about 1 hour of battery life 
left. 

Other Goodies: built-in direct-connect auto- 

dial 300-baud modem (can dial the phone 

from Personal Filer database), backup battery 
that preserves the RAMdisk up to 60 days, 
realtime clock (not used by any of the soft- 
ware as far as I can tell, but it displays the 
time and date as part of its main menu) 

* Documentation: 4 perfect-bound volumes 
and a really nice quick reference. Actually, 
some of the best documentation I've ever 
seen for completeness and usability 
(although one of the indexes has consistently 
incorrect page numbers). 

¢ Doesn't Have: built-in disk or tape drive, 
programming language, IBM PC compatibili- 
ty, internal expandability 

¢ Price: list $999, but I bought the floor model 
for $950 


Any CP/M software that needs a 58K TPA or 
less and can be instafled for a VT100 or Soroc 


1Q-120 can run on it. (However, unless I buy 
more RAM ora disk drive, I can only use soft- 
ware that is less than 32K in size and needs less 
than 32K of memory.) 
“CP/M and WordStar, in this day and age””, I 
hear you cry. Well, actually, that's perfect for 
me. I used CP/M for years, and I still use 
WordStar (actually Emacs with WordStar key- 
bindings) every single working day, so my 
fingers know the WordStar keystrokes by 
heart. (Fingers with hearts? Eugh) Besides, 
the market for CP/M is so soft that they could 
license the software for a song, which explains 
why a $1000 computer includes $600 worth of 
software. A PC-compatible laptop costs about 
$2000 for just the hardware, MS-DOS, and 
maybe BASIC... figure $295 for WordStar, 
about $200 for a spreadsheet and $100 for a lim- 
ited database, and CP/ Mstarts to look pretty at- 
tractive. Besides, all the PC-compatible laptops 
weigh at least 10 pounds, which is just a little 
too heavy to just drop in your backpack and go. 
Mac-compatible laptops? I'd love one, but 
they're even heavier and they cost more like 
$5000 and up... 
If you're familiar with the NEC Starlet (PC 
8400), or the Radio Shack TRS-80 Model 200, 
it's the same thing with a bigger screen. This is 
a “vertical-market” machine designed for in- 
surance and real estate agents... NEC sells 
ROMs with specialized software for these ap- 
plications. It's mainly intended for the OEM 
market, which is why you haven't seen any 
ads for it in BYTE or similar magazines. 
I haven't bought any of the peripherals, nor do 
I plan to, but there are quite a few available. 
They include 32K and 128K RAM cartridges 
(basically used as disks), 1200 baud modem, 
CRT/ disk adapter, 3.5” disk drives, portable 
printer, etc, etc... These are all expensive and 
heavy, so I plan to use the Mac as its disk drive 
and printer. When I'm away from home, I fig- 
ure I can use cassettes (ick) for storage and bor- 
row a printer if need be. 
One big thing I'd like to do with this machine 
is keep a diary of my trip to Worldcon this 
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summer. I know myself well enough to know 
that if I try to do it by hand I won't keep up (I 
Aateto write things by hand, which may be ei- 
ther an effect or a cause of the fact that my 
handwriting is lousy.) 
Why am I telling you all this, in more detail 
than you could possibly want to know? The 
same reason I bought the stupid thing: I'm a 
-Mair (Watch out! It's the Gad- 
get-Mad Yuppie, with more money than sense! 
He'll numb your brain with his techie talk 
HeT bore you to tears with his new “toys!” 
He'll rot your stomach with his Nouvelle Cui- 
sine! He'll run you over with his BMW)) 
[Hey, that might go well to music...] 


Actually, I'm not a real Yuppie. Yuppies are 
Baby Boomers, and I'm alittle too young to be 
part of that crowd. I don't own a BMW and 
I've never eaten tapas (I'm so out of it I still 
like Szechuan food). Anyway, Yuppies are eS, 
sé, Everyone's become so oversaturated with 
Yuppie fashion, Yuppie food, and Yuppie jokes 
that they‘re sick to death of hearing about 
them. Heaven knows what trend will seize 
the media's attention next. 


Enough of this CompuBabble™. Time to stir 
up a little controversy about the role of tech- 
nology in the arts! 


Last night I happened to catch the Colorized 
version of 7he Sea Hawk on WTBS. This was 
my first chance to compare a Colorized movie 
with an original that would probably have 
been made in color if they'd had the technolo- 
gy (or the money) at the time it was made. I 
just can't sympathize with Colorizing some- 
thing like C3szh/2ncabut maybe a lavish cos- 
tume drama would be more appropriate. As it 
happens, I'd seen Zhe Sea Hawk in black and 
white at a theatre just a few weeks ago, so I was 
able to closely compare the experiences of 
watching the same film with and without co- 
lor. 


Tve decided I really hate Colorization. 


Colorization, at least as currently realized, 
Joaks awful! For one thing, they use solid 


blocks of color: faces are tinted solid pink 
(except in some close-ups), dresses are tinted 
solid blue, and only the original black-and- 
white shades beneath provide the subtones. 
Unfortunately, in real life the shadows of a 
blue dress area degperblue, not just a denker 
blue, so everything looks flat. (If you were 
mixing paint to paint the shadows of the dress, 
you'd use more blue and less white... in Color- 
ization, you get the effect of more black and the 
same amount of blue.) 


For another thing, edges aren't really traced 
very well. Brightly-colored objects against dull 
backgrounds appear to be surrounded by a haze 
of color, especially when moving. Scenes with 
mist, fog, or soft focus look like there are pieces 
of colored cellophane flitting about between 
the scene and the camera: the edges of the co- 
lored areas are sharp when the edges in the ac- 
tual scene are fuzzy. 


Finally, whether because of a limited palette or 
because it's basically a tinting , the co- 
lors look unrealistic. Men and women do not 
have the same skin tone in real life, but they 
do in Colorized movies. Too many people 
(even in the same scene) have the exact same 
colors of clothing. Only objects that are actual- 
ly grey or light brown look good. 


The argument for Colorization is that people 
won't sit still for black-and-white movies these 
days, so Colorization makes the great old films 
“more accessible.” I se that might be true 
for “people,” but for ze I'd rather just watch it 
in black- and-white than be constantly distract- 
ed by shoddy tinting. Perhaps, with more pow- 
erful computers and much more hand labor, it 
would be possible to make colorized movies 
that looked natural, but the effort involved to 
get every tint in every scene perfect would 
probably be too great to be commercially viable. 
So, at least for now and at least for me, Colori- 
zation is a gimmick whose sole purpose is to 
get more people to watch WTBS. Feh. 
In other news, I'm reading /rogrammers at 
Work (interviews by Susan Lammers, pub- 
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lished by Microsoft Press). A series of inter- 
views with some of the most significant pro- 
grammers of our time. Fascinating, really fas- 
cinating stuff (if you're into that sort of thing), 
including the history of some interesting pro- 
jects and much discourse on the philosophy of 
the art /science/ craft of programming. 


Also, just finished Aces High thesecond 

Wild Cards book. It's good, but not as good as 
the first one. (Warning: spoilers ahead!) The 
alien invasion theme doesn't tie the book to- 
gether nearly as well as the history theme tied 
together the first one. Also, there were too 
many diferent alien menaces: between the 
Swarm, the Takisians, the Network, and the 
Masons I could hardly understand who was 
double-crossing whom. Besides, isn't it a little 
too coincidental that all of these should show 
up at almost the same time when there was no 
alien contact with Earth in this universe except 
for the one incident in 1945? Also, there were 
two “a small unlikely group of aces teams up 
with Dr. Tachyon and saves the worid” plots 
in the same volume. I'd say George R. R Mar- 
tin has to keep a much tighter rein on his writ- 
ers or this series is very likely to degenerate, 
which I'd really hate to see. It started off so 
welll 


Enough of me, how about you? To wit: 


Mailing CommentsonAPA-TECH#49 
Cover (Hand-lettered): Very nicel Very very 
nice! I'll take two thingamajigs and a gadget. 
[INo, given the title of this zine, make it two 
dozen gadgets and a thingamajig!] 
455 Times (Daisy-wheel): Hmm, March 18 to 
April 1 seems a tighter deadline than usual... 
howcome? 


And Now A Word From Linda Struwe Mat- 
sushita (24-pin dot- matrix??): Thank you very 
much for your cogent and informative inter- 
cultural discourse. Reading APA-TECH can be 
educational! / / My father got Japanese/ 
English business cards when we were there in 
1967. Unfortunately, he went to a cut-rate 
shop, and the cards he wound up with had 


nothing but transliterated Japanese on the 
“English” side (“Wisconsinshu’” instead of 
“Wisconsin”), and on the Japanese side it pro- 
claimed him a professor of s/eambasfengi- 
neering instead of electrical engineering! // By 
the way, I noticed no fewer than four styles of 
underlining: regular, dotted, and /wo dierent 
4inds of squiggly! And that's not counting the 
funny comer- brackets around “examination 
hell’ on page 2. Let me guess: your Japanese 
word processor doesn't do italics, boldface, etc, 
but uses these other means of emphasis in- 
stead. 


Solid Mish-Mash Roxanne Meida Shields (9- 
pin dot-matrix): These days everyone in APA- 
TECH is doing all those “mature” things: 
shacking up, getting married, having kids, get- 
ting divorced, etc. Sigh. Why isn't anything 
simple anymore? (Was it ever?) Like 
comments about kids, though. ‘They seem en- 
tirely rational (to me, a non-kid-type person). 


Qumbcrunchers, ing Susannah West and 
David Powell (Apple LaserWriter, Times Ro- 
man): Do you find that the repeated telling 
and telling and telling of kids what to do or 
not do tends to make you irrational, or crabby, 
or upset, or can you accept that that's just “one 
of those things you have to do?” One of the 
reasons I'm not too keen on having kids my- 
self is the way it turns normal, rational adults 
into someone who says “because I'm the 
mommy (or daddy), that's why... the kind of 
monster I swore I wouldn't become when I 
grew up. Comments? 

Life as a Gluebal{ Kiran Wagle (Apple Ima- 
geWriter, Geneva): I hate these cliffhanger 
philisophical discussions... // I asked Kate if 
she wanted to join APA-TECH, but she de- 
clined. She started off in TAPS the same way, 
just “reading over my shoulder,” and then 
eventually became a full-fledged (or nearly 
full-fledged) member. So, for a variety of rea- 
sons, I get to keep APA-TECH to myself. How- 
ever, she'll likely have the odd comment in 
these pages from time to time (not today, she's 
out of town, although she did want to reply to 
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your question about Madeline L'Engle. 

next time). // If you have trouble with left and 
Tight, you may not be ambidextrous, just am- 
bisinister (ambiclumsy?). // My problem with 
the Baby Boomer edition of Trivial Pursuit is 
that all the questions are just a teensy bit too 
old for me (as mentioned above). Funny, I 
thought you were younger than I (I'm 26)?? // 
“New York is always paralyzed by snow” - 
Portland is paralyzed by a half-inch of powder. 
These people just plain do not know how to 
drive in the stuff, either that or they‘re easily 
paralyzed. 

Entropy as a Liberal Ar{ Sam Paris (Apple Im- 
ageWriter, Geneva): Sadly for the employees, 
companies' performance has very very little to 
do with how they treat their employees, and a 
whole lot to do with how they treat their cus- 
tomers. Oftentimes the companies that treat 
their employees the worst actually do the Lest 
in the marketplace (for example, if they under- 
pay their employees they can charge less... the 
macroeconomic demonstration of this is the 
Far East vs. the USA in manufacturing). / / 
Seems like whenever I go into a situation like 
buying a car or getting a job interview with no 
intention of buying, I get a great offer and wind 
up taking it. Just weak-willed, I guess. Either 
that or lucky. 

ZASTO [A Letter From “Easton”| Guy Con- 
solmagno (Apple ImageWriter, New York, 
Tokyo, and Avant Garde?) Cute title variant. 
Do you like those “Cryptic Crosswords?” / / 
The textbook from my one planetology course 
in college was 7he Solar System by John A. 
Wood. I never thought very much of it, I got a 
lot more from the teacher (a real fun guy 
named Ray Arvidson... you may have heard of 
him). // You've paralleled my attitude toward 
the Amish. Although I respect their lifestyle 
{and sometimes wish I could be satisfied with 
something so straightforward), I'm saddened 
by the fact that they do not choose tolearn. / / 
The one lesson I learned in my one Planetolo- 
gy course that I will never forget is that the sin- 
gle most important thing in a planet's evolu- 
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tion is surface area to mass ratio. I'm pleased 
to see that your researches hold this up. / / 
This was laid out with RSG 300... I think I ha- 
ven't gotten the upgrade you mention. Maybe 
I should give them a call. // Did you scan in 
those cute details at the edges of the sky charts 
in “Seasonal Objects: Winter” or did you draw . 
them in MacPaint? // Thankyouthankyou- 
thankyou for the assmbled Iranscam puzzle. I 
didn't save the pieces, and I've been wonder- 
ing what it looked like. 


Hlame It an the ova W. Skeffington 
Higgins (Imagen laser printer, Times Ro- 
man?). I wish I could have been there at Con- 
Quistador. Can you tell me (in specific if you 
can, or at least in general) what-all you said in 
your aircar talk? // “Chicago-styie” pizza is 
definitely a recognizable genre, but I've never 
had halfway-decent “Chica, le” pizza any- 
where outside of Chicago. On the other hand, 
I think the best pizza around here is New 
York-style: very thin and floppy and greasy (it's 
the best because it tastes the best, not because 
it's aesthetic to look at or feel). / / Can you ex- 
plain what the Heterodyne Boys are for the 
West Coast audience? // Letme add THERE 
IS NO SUCH WORD AS “ALOT” to your list 
of grammatical hints. After “its/it's/its” , 
that’s the most common error I see in engi- 
neers! writing. On the other hand, I'm not 
perfect... just the other day I sent out an entire 
manual with every occurrence of “yeild” 
spelled “yield.” Or was that the other way 
around? anyway, I had it wrong and I felt aw- 
ful about it: // Re yct Steve: I didn't recognize 

Widescreen Mama either, but I bought a 
friend an old Freberg record for her birthday 
last month and that was on it. A very strange 
song... I'm not sure I quite understand it. // 
The title RubberHandbook seems to lend it- 
self well to some awful puns. 


Farenthetical Perambulations Arnette M. 
Kavanaugh (HP LaserJet, Helvetica and Times 
Roman): There's an interview with Scott Kim 
in Angrammers at Work mentioned above. 
You might want to check it out. 
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THOSE HANDS ARE COLD! 


is easy to get), use it regularly, and pay the bill 
on time. Soon you'll have pre-approved credit 


card applications with more credit limits than 


you'll ever 
filmmaker, was in this situation (and generally 


throwing the things away as the junk mail 
they are) when he was suddenly strapped for 


cash to finish his latest project. So he mailed 


in a// the applications he could get his hands 
on, and soon he had credit cards with a com- 
money before the bills came due. Now “ats 


chutzpah. 


enough to finance the film. He finished the 
film, showed it to distributors, and got the 


Th'ThTh'That's all, folks! 


ions of a Gadget 
guarantee 
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fer Topics, Rodford BE. Smith (9-pin 


dot-matrix): There's a fellow in my office 
who's very hot on nanotechnology. Did you 


know that Drexer’s book is available for pho- 


tocopying (it's even comb-bound to facilitiate 


reproduction) and you can also get the Post- 
Script source if you want to typeset it yourself. 


(I think the latter idea, neat as it sounds, is ac- 


Y2 Gotta Wake Up and Snell the Corfu, Gre- 
gory Ruffa (Daisy-wheel): I find it eerie that 


Tra 
just photocopy the originals for 3-5¢ a page?) // bined credit limit of over $40,000... easily 


What's this about humans being neotenous?? 
Back up your assertions with facts! 


Writer at 15¢ a page, plus whatever your com- 
puter's time is worth to you, when you can 
bidding for the 1990 Westercon (yes, Portland's 


bidding for the 1990 Westercon). I mean, 
wheels...) // Just get one credit card (a gas card 


tually pretty worthless... why run your Laser- 
you are making serious plans for things that 
will happen “around 2000.” I feel odd enough 
1990's the /uturef (And the cars si/ have 


urope’s milkmaids disappeared 
into nostalgia with the advent of 
the electric milking machine. But 

s—of a sort—may make a 


Netherlands- ‘based farm equi 
company, is pouring almost $3 
into developing a “cowbot,” a robot de- 
signed to do a milkmaid's chores: feed 
dairy cows, hook them up to the milk- 
ing machine, and clean the equipment 


afterward. “Interest is just enormous,” 
boasts Richard 't Hooft, project man- 
ager for Vicon’s new electronic machin- 
ery division. “Farmers know it will be 
a real revolution in animal care.” 

On Holland's 60,000 dairy farms, 
farmers now spend at least four hours 
every day operating and cleaning their 
milking machines. If the metal milk- 
maid’s price comes in under $100,000, 
Vicon figures it would save enough 
time that farmers could recoup their 
investment in less than four years. 
CHEWING THE Cup. The company is be- 
ing stingy about details, since some are 
still up in the air, but the concept is 
this: When a hungry cow moves into a 
stall, a computer will identify her by 


means of a special silicon chip attached 
to her neckband. The chip will relay 
data on the cow’s particular nutritional 
needs and the time she was last 
milked. The computer will then instruct 
a feeding system to release a tailored 


-mix of food pellets. As the cow 


munches away, restraining devices will 
move into place to hold the ani 
while the cowbot attaches the milking 
machine. Later the robot will clean and 
sterilize the machine. 

Trial runs in the laboratory have 
proven the idea feasible, Vicon says, 
but it still needs tinkering to be palat- 
able to man and beast. The most deli- 
cate issue is the sensitivity of a cow’s 
udder. To avoid upsetting her, the ro- 
bot must hit the target on the first try, 
every time. How? Heat sensors and a 
visual-guidance system are po: - 
ties, but "t Hooft admits Vicon is still 
chewing its cud on that one. Vicon al 
must be careful not to create a metal 
milkmaid so “tekkie” that it scares off 
farmers. The loose ends should be tied 
down soon, says ’t Hooft, to get a 
working prototype in 18 months and 
put it on the market by 1990. 

e By Brooks Tigner in Brussels 
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An apazine for Apa-Tech # 50 (have there really been 
that many?!?), Written by Donna Proni who lives at 
530 W. Walnut St. in Kalmazoo, MI 49007 

(616) 342-4967. 
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Let's start out with some mailing comments for 
Apa-Tech # 48... 


Cover — Do you all really want me to get Alex to 
show me all the neat things Postscript and 
Cricket Draw can do? That's what you'll get to 
see unless someone sends me some other kind of 
covers to use. 


Jamie — Was it intentional that you wrote "I've been 
doing this stuff write for years..."2// Greg may 
have mentioned to you that I'm seriously 
thinking of doing an updated GT information 
handbook, At Confusion Tom Snoblen told me 
that he'd like to do name badges for everyone in 
GT. And of course, that brought up the question 
of who exactly is in GT, and what that means, 
T'll come up with a questionaire and send it to 
you to put in Pyro (give me a deadline when you 
have some idea of when it'll be). Those who 
return the questionaire to me will be on the 
"official" Mob List. Those who also send some 
(as yet undecided) amount of moncy to cover 
costs will receive a copy of the handbook and a 
personalized GT name badge. How does this 
sound? Any other suggestions (from Jamie or 
anyone else) are welcome and appreciated. 


Guy C. - Have you ever used Pagemaker? If so, how 
does it compare to ReadySetGo3? 


Bonnie — I think I qualify as the youngest member 
at 23 (but you are right about Linda — she'll be 
27 this July). In many ways I find it hard to 
think of myself as an adult — and yet I've been 
married over two years, we (almost) own our 
house, and we're trying to start a family. If 
that's not being an adult, I don't know what is. 


Barry — I think at least half of our guests got sick 
during or after the party (and at least half of the 
hosts, too). 


John — Welcome!// The Challenger Tribute you 
reprinted really hit me. Thanks,// What are your 
suggestions for the next bomb contest? 


Me - I know, I know - lots of spelling errors last 
time. But it wasn't my fault. Since I never used 
a spelling checker before (this issue I'll be trying 
one out), I always checked for errors the hard 
way - I printed out a draft copy and took it and 
my dictionary and compared. Unfortunately, 
last issue after printing out my draft, the 
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computer decided to eat my disk for lunch (along 
with my zine). Not wanting to retype the entire 
thing, I just copied it as it was, 


Rod — re “its & it's" and rewriting your novel — 
doesn't your word processor have a find/replace 
command (i.e. find "its", change to "it's" etc.)?// 
When I was sick, I was in bed not wanting to 
move, much less write an apazine. 


Rolf — Sorry I cut off some of your zine when I 
copied it, but I try to make a good-sized margin 
on the side that gets stapled. Try to leave more 
margin space to begin with.// re yr ct “exploding 
cat heads" — I missed all the identify Mikey 
stuff. This was sheer desperation. 


Daye/Susannah — I don't think you can ever have all 
the room you ever need. Even with just Tullio 
and I in this house (which is fairly large) | 
always wish we had more room (and that the 
space we have was designed to be used better). 


Steve — Did your relatives really speak Czech very 
fast, or did their normal speed sound fast to you 
(who knew very little of the language)? 
Tullio’s sister-in-law (Who's Mexican) always 
tells me that I talk too fast, even though she's 
certainly fluent in English. 


Bob - Thanks for your encouragement - it really does 
help// I'm sorry. I wish we could have done 
more to help//Next time don't put Rachel's 
picture - send her to me with your zine (I 
promise I'll send her right back with your 
issue...// Connie - You can finish your degree at 
Westem Michigan - I know someone who'll 
watch Rachel real cheap while you're at 
classes...//"Putting up" with you?!? You were 
more help to me than I had expected or even 
hoped for. Thank you. Thank you. Thank you. 

You know you've always got a "home away 
from home" here in Kazoo. I wish it could have 
gone on longer too - I miss you! 


Guy W. - I'm quite attached to my little comforts 
(like running water in the outhouse). I could 
survive a weekend without such comforts, so I'll 
wait and see what other people think about it. 


Joachim - It's true that we can easily play at bomb 
defusing since we don't perceive the threat of a 
real bomb hanging over us. But that fact 
remains (and hopefully will remain) the norm in 
the U. S, Also, Larry (our local police officer) 
has actually used Tullio's "bomb" as a test for 
the Kalamazod bomb squad. He may want more 
to use for this in the future, so it is now serving 
a good purpose. I do understand your feelings, 
but I can't say that I share them. Who knows - 
some things that we do that are very popular one 
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year just fizzle out the next year, so we may not do 
this again anyway. 


Valli - re franked material -I decided a long time ago 
that it was easier to just count, franked material 
as part of the contribution. Otherwise what do 
you do with half page frankings and such? It's 
also much easier in terms of accounting at the 
end of the year (if a little unfair) when we do 
the index. 


And onto Apa-Tech 49... 


Shalmanser - I discovered recently that we've been 
spelling your title wrong all these years.// 
Unless you have strong objections, I'd like to do 
all the accounting here, instead of trying to keep 
both your accounting list and mine updated, 
accurate and identical. I have enough problems 
as it is with losing track of accounts. Just let 
me know when I should send you moncy, and 
hopefully I'll be able to do it in the near future// 
Printing the roster I'll leave open - as long as it 
gets printed at least every third issue or so, I 
think we'll be OK. 


Linda - Will you be here this year to help 
implement your Ishercon suggestions? Part of 
our problem (a large part probably) is 
procrastination - both ours and our guests. 
Ours, because such things as floor plans have 
been on the agenda for several years (both for 
computers, video, etc. and sleeping areas - first 
answer or arrive first choice), but have never 
gotten done due to lack of effort on our part 
until it got to be time to head off for the 
Sunshine State. And of course, by that time we 
had lots of other things to do that we'd put off, 
so floor plans got shuffled to the bottom of the 
stack where they inevitably fell off for lack of 
time. Our guests who put off letting us know if 
they're coming cause a problem because I have to 
guess at how much food to buy. This year 
though, that shouldn't be a problem - we'll have 
a bouncer at the door. If you don't RSVP, you 
don't sleep here.// You should send us a Teddy 
Ruxpin tape/book, so we can sneak it into Todd's 
Teddy. 


Roxanne - re "good parenting" - I suspect you'll 
never know until you try. I really have no idea 
what type of parent I'll be, but I'm willing to 
give it my best shot (which is all anyone can do 
anyway). Tullio and I have some differences on 
how to raise children, but I expect we'll work 
them out as best we can. I haven't given a whole 
lot of thought to any of these issues yet, since so 
far a child is at least nine months away. I know 
that after a child is born is the wrong time to 
think about such things, but Tullio and I are 
hoping on going to a “marriage encounter" some 
time this year, and I expect that children will be 
one of the big things discussed. 
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Dave/Susannah - re children - I want this to be 
“discussed, rediscussed and discussed some more". 
I need as much input as I can get, both as a 
hopefully soon-to-be new parent and as a hostess 
to a large group which will be including 
children. I don't want you to think that I'm 
saying you're "bad" parents - I'm not. I just feel 
that you need to be a little more vigilant in an 
unfamiliar house, and a little more conservative 
than you might otherwise be. Marlene walking 
on my glass table scared me for her not the table - 

if she's allowed to climb on tables at home 
that's fine, but it's not fine here. Rachel 
dropping food at home is fine - I know kids just 
do that when they're little - but if a child does 
that, I expect the parent to let me know in 
advance so we can put a cloth on the floor 
around his chair (that's what we did when my 
nephew came to visit). We all need to adjust 
some things when we have kids here. All the 
small children we've had in this house seem to 
feel right at home - I suppose I should feel 
complimented, but it means they're more 
comfortable with walking away from Mom 
and/or Dad and exploring than might otherwise 
be convenient. But mostly, I realized that I 
spent a good portion of the party worrying about 
Marlene or Rachel getting hurt. Even though I 
knew that they were both being watched all the 
time, I kept checking in on them because I'm not 
used to having kids around and I know we have 
lots of dangerous stuff. I suppose I had some 
vague fears of being sued if someone got hurt, 
but really, I like the kids, and I don't want them 
to be hurt especially in my home. I don't want 
to have to say to people “don't come" or 
especially “don't bring your child". I want to 
see the kids, but with as little strain as possible. 


Kiran - I don't usually read Doonesbury, but I liked the 
ones you put in here. 


Sam - Are there any other abbreviations you haven't 
figured out yet? You need only ask to get probably 
10 responses.// Of course you're forgiven (this 
time...).// 1 wasn't trying to be hard on Dave, and I 
hope that wasn't the impression made...I'm just 
trying to figure out how we'll handle all the 
problems of children (without the copout of 
eliminating them), and I needed an example or two 
to make my point. I never developed your 
sympathies since I am the youngest child - I was 
always the one being watched by my brothers and 
sisters. 


Guy C. - re yr ct me - the Laser Writer belongs to Alex 
(actually SSG Laserworks, but it amounts to the 
same thing). My latest money making project is 
refilling toner cartridges for SSG. They buy all the 
supplies in bulk for me, and when someone brings 
in a used cartridge they give them $ 5.00 for it 
either in cash or as a credit towards refilling it. 
Then they bring them to me and I take it apart, 
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clean it, and put either black, blue, or brown toner 
into it. Then they pay me and sell the 
“rejuvenated” cartridge for about half the price of a 
new cartridge (usually to the person who brought it 
in). The eventual result of this for me, aside from 
making money, is that Alex hopes to get a spare 
Kiss Laser Writer with the upgrade to use it with a 
mac, and give it me on semi-permanent loan. 1 
need it to test the cartridges before I take them 
apart to be sure there aren't any defects on the light 
drum, and also to test them once they're recharged 
to be sure they work OK. 


Bill H. - re yr ct Bonnie re franking - see above my 
comments to Valli. I think if someone just franked 
material and never wrote anything they'd be 
dropped, but if they've franked one page just to 
make minac, I'm willing to let it slide - at least this 
once anyway.// The idea of Crew Chiefs has been 
brought up before by a number of pcople - so 
maybe if we get enough volunteers we'll use them 
as part of the system this year// I think I got 
"diffuse" from reading Guy's zine, and assumed it 
was correct. Also, I didn't get to proof my zine last 
time due to computer error. 


Annette - Can I assume that you and Andy will be 
working from one account? In other words, do you 
want to get your own copy of the apa, or will the 
two of you share one? Either way - Welcome! 


Rod - Don't let your dietary problems prevent you from 
coming to Ishercon - I'm sure we could work 
something out. 


Greg - What with my schedule going into the 
convention/beserker phase (Ad Astra in June, 
Westercon in July, Weaponscon, the Houghton 
camping trip and Cactuscon in August) and with 
your schedule getting filled with all sorts of things, 
maybe we should think about recruiting another 
Inigo Montoya (emergency/guest editor). Any 
volunteers??? 


FABER 


Well, this was supposed to be done in time to send 
to Greg for #49, but as usual, I find it easier to motivate 
myself when it's my deadline approaching instead of his 
(especially when I haven't yet received any 
contributions - but I'm sure they're on the way ["the zine 
is in the mail..."]). 


Not much new around here...we were burglarized 
while we were in Florida, but all they took was our 
computer (an Apple J[ plus). Our insurance covered it, 
and we replaced it with a new Laser 128 (which is an 
Apple ][c clone). We also got my mac-like thing from 
Guy. It had a 400k drive which I replaced with an 
800k, and a 5 inch green screen monitor which I 
replaced with an 8 inch green screen (it's actually a 12 
inch monitor, but only 8 inches get used). I hope to get 
Tullio to change the tubes in this at some point to make 
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it a white screen (which is what our friend Parr Crone 
did with his "table mac"), but I don't know when he'll 
have any free time available. I've also added a 20 
megabyte hard drive, and a 2 megabyte memory card 
(which Alex and I put in but couldn't get to work - I 
brought it to Capricon, Guy looked at it and fixed it in a 
matter of minutes - thanks Guy). 


And Roxanne is now staying here for awhile to sort 
out her life, universe and everything. By the time you 
read this, she may be gone. Or not. I don't know how 
long she'll be staying here, mostly because she doesn't 
know. I'm not sure if she's writing a zine this issue, so 
you may be hearing more details of her residency status 
if she does. 


Nope, not much new around here... 
2b 


The trials and tribulations of our immediate circle 
of friends (which we won't go into here) has caused me 
to look more closely at my relationship with Tullio. I 
find that I take a lot for granted. But oddly enough, it's 
not only things that he does for me, but also many 
things that I do for him that I take for granted. It may 
sound old fashioned, but yes, it's my job to cook, and to 
pack when we go to a convention (except for the 
toolbox - that's his job), and to wash the clothes. These 
are all things that I started doing at some point in our 
relationship, because it seemed to be the right thing to 
do. We never really made a list of chores to split up, it 
just kind of happened. I think that may be one of the 
biggest things I take for granted - the fact that we seem 
to be able to compromise without even talking about it. 
Of course, in some ways we have trouble 
communicating our needs and desires. To try to ease 
this, we've agreed to take one day a month and spend it 
together. No work. No parties. No distractions, Just a 
time to stay in touch with each other and renew our 
romance and love. Seeing so many relationships break 
up around us lately has really caused me to realize that I 
have a lot to be thankful for. We have our problems, 
the same as anyone else, but I have a wonderful 
husband who loves me and whom I love, and I want to 
keep it that way. It can sometimes be a constant 
struggle - but it's well worth it. 


I think that the previous paragraph is the result of 
playing counsler to multiple people over the past couple 
of months. It has put some strains on me, but my hope 
is that I'm helping at least some of the people that I'm 
listening and talking to. And on the bright side, I've 
found my friendships with several people strengthened 
through the soul-searching discussions I've had with 
them. 


Well, I think it's time to put this to bed (and after 
that, me), I know should have written more, but I feel 
too drained lately. Maybe next time. Take care. 
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Out of the Frying Pan, Into Whatever Is There 


A contribution to ApaTech 50 by Roxanne Meida Shields, who currently resides 
at 4309 Drowfield Drive, Trotwood, OH 45426, but has been spending a lot of 
time recently at 530 W. Walnut, Kalamazoo, MI 49007 and other places 
(reasons to follow). Copyright 1987 by same. 


I have spent quite a bit of time trying to decide how to write this. As 
usual, I have decided that the short, blunt, direct approach is best. 


Scott and I are separated. It's all my fault. 
There it is. It can't get much blunter than that. 


Oh, you want to know why? Join the club; so does (it seems) half of the 
Known Universe. There isn't one easy answer, just a lot of little things 
that have added up to my being very confused and certain that marriage was a 
mistake, at least for me, at least during this lifetime. 


While it seems to have come up overnight, it has been in the back of my mind 
for several months--as many as eighteen--that Scott and I weren't exactly 
suited to each other. He is a wonderful person, and I care about him a lot, 
which makes this an extremely difficult thing to do. Add to it the fact 
that my family loves him, his family loves me and all our friends seem to 
think we have a pretty happy and normal marriage, and it is that much 
tougher. 


While I will be happy to go into much greater detail with most of the 
members of this apa on an individual basis, it is read by other people, and 
I don't think it fair to me or Scott to put the "gory details" down in print 
for all the world and history to see. 


What I will do now, etc., is another matter. At present I see two clear 
places I would like to live, i.e. Kalamazoo and Chicago. There are reasons 
for and against each. In either one I would be able to support myself as an 
accounting clerk. I could probably achieve a higher salary in Chicago, but 
I could probably attain a higher standard of living on the same salary in 
Ka'zoo. I could go back to school (a definite desire) in either one, but I 
could probably wangle in-state residency in Ka'zoo, while I'd have to wait 
at least a year for that in Chicago. 


I have several close friends in each city (which is why I would want to move 
there in the first place). There are more internal politics among my 
friends in Chicago than those in Kalamazoo, i.e. more toes I would have to 
avoid. Bluntly, I only have to avoid Renee in Kalamazoo, and I am trying to 
work on that. (I have avoided that issue too long already.) I have no idea 
what all toes I might find in Chicago, only I know that with my form of tact 
(little to none) I would be sure to find them all sooner or later. Of 
course, I can step on toes without living there, too. 


Therefore I'm spending some time in Kalamazoo, grinding aluminum for Tullio 
and getting a feel for the area while I make my decision. I will also 
probably spend some time in Chicago, but that has not yet been decided. 
Currently I'm having a very good time here, despite some worries to the 
contrary. I am getting a lot of thinking done while ,I watch the lathe 
spin. And when I quit doing that, there are movies to see and places to go, 
and especially there are people to go with. I have spent an amazing amount 
of time talking with Marty Franz, and hope to continue doing so. 


Will I want to do this the rest of my life? Frankly, I don't want to do 
anything for the rest of my life (except unavoidable physical actions like 
sleeping and breathing). I went to therapy for a while, and one thing I 
learned about myself is that a "long term" plan, for me, means about the 
next 12 - 24 months. I just don't think much beyond that range. (I am 
working on it, by the way). I could certainly see making rayguns, etc., as 
an acceptable hobby-type activity for a long time to come, but I don't think 
I want to depend on it financially. I do have higher goals than that. 


But if I lived in Chicago, I could go to Bears games maybe, or at least 
Black Hawks games (when Edmonton or Pittsburgh are in town), and there are 
tons of good restaurants, and lots of other things to do, too. And I would 
get to see my friends there and maybe help run Capricon next year, and who 
knows what all. Obviously, I still have some thinking to do. 


Yes, HamFest is still a go! 


Scott enjoyed it last year, once he got used to the idea of having twenty 
friends over for the weekend. He will probably continue to host it for as 
long as he's in Dayton. I also want to take this opportunity to tell all of 
those who haven't RSVP'd to hurry up and do so, because we do have a couple 
more people we'd like to invite if there's room. 


Which brings us to the second major trauma in Scott's life (besides me 
leaving): Rumors are rampant around Inland that they're going to be laying 
off not only aging engineers, but some of the new hires. Since there are 
very few people there who are newer than he is, he's sweating. In most 
companies they would lay off the ones that weren't producing and keep the 
ones that are, but the large auto companies don't work that way. They 
can't. Firing and recall are done strictly on a seniority basis. Scott may 
be in trouble. Which of course just makes me feel worse. 


Mailing comments on Issue #49: 
Cover: Wonderful! 
555 Times: I think it's fine to skip the roster every other issue or so. 


Linda: I really enjoy reading about your life in Japan. It's on my list 
of "places to go sometime," but I really don't anticipate visiting in the 
future. In the meantime, it's fun to tell my co-workers (well, former co- 
workers) that I know an American that married a Japanese man, and lives 
there. They also seem to be interested in life there, especially life for 
an American. 


_ Roxanne (me): What, only six pages? What's the matter, suffering from 
writer's block? 


Crumbecruchers, Inc.: I think I've said enough about children at 
Berserkers already.//Have you read the books of E.L. Konigsburg? She was 
one of my favorite authors about fifteen years ago, but it's been awhile 
since I read one. There are four distinct books that I remember: One about 
a Jewish little league team (About the B'nai Bagels), one about a girl and 


her brother who run away from home and hide out in the Metropolitan Museum 


of Art (From the Mixed-up Files of Mrs, Basil E, Frankweiler), the third 


about a boy genius growing up in Florida (I can't rememer the title), and 


the fourth about a girl whose friend is into Shakespeare (Jennifer, Hecate, 
MacBeth, and me, Elizabeth) . 


The Editor's Page: This sounds very interesting, but hard to prove, 
except for the obvious evidence that the trees are doing better since the 
introduction of the gravel dust. The other problem is that now that we know 
this helps, is every outcropping of rock eligible to be ground up to help 
save the trees? Should we reduce the Matterhorn to dust so that the trees 
on it's shoulders are a little healthier? By the way, how long term are the 
effects? Is this something that will have to be repeated every few seasons, 
or only once in a tree life span? And does the dust itself help, or is it 
the dust acting as a filter that helps? In short, we have insufficient data 
to warrant producing tons of gravel dust to help our trees. 


Life as a Glueball: I may have asked this before, but I can't remember 
the answer-how old are you?//Re yr ct Andy: I appear to be truly 
ambidextrous, although my mother trained me to be right-handed. (Thanks, 
Mom!) When I get around left-handed people, I will switch without noticing, 
so I suspect that the left is naturally stronger. Yet I have very little 
difficulty differentiating left from right.// When I finally convince 
someone to play Trivial Pursuit with me, they frequently make me play with 
the Baby Boomer edition, while they use the regular ones. Or else make me 
go around the board twice. 


Entropy as a Liberal Art: (This sounds like my favorite answer to 
house-keeping) --Re dishwashing/other IsherCon chores: Most men grow up in 
houses where Mom and Sis clean up and do the dishes, while Dad and Brother 
take out the trash and change the oil in the car. At Isher, there are lots 
of women and dishes in evidence, but very few cars. Therefore, the average 
man assumes he's off the hook chore-wise. Gradually we're re-training you 
all, though.// See you at HamFest? 


Easto: Thanks for the star charts. I had a bit of fun using them to find 
my way around the sky again.//Thanks for "putting the pieces together." I 
didn't catch on until I had thrown out the first two days' papers. 


Blame it on the Supernova: Great idea! “The supernova made me do it." 
Although that isn't really true.//Actually your zine is very interesting to 
read, but if I start commenting, this zine will go six pages again and it 
will be long enough as it is. Catch me at a con sometime. 


Parenthetical Perambulations: I hope your marriage lasts longer but is 
just as happy as mine.//The cover is wonderful!//I got solid geometry (conic 
sections, etc.) in the tenth grade. Admittedly, I was in accellerated math 
in one of the top public schools in Michigan, but what the heck. 

(Birmingham Seaholm for those who care. We generally admitted to 
Bloomfield Hills and "some school near Grand Rapids" as being better 
curriculum-wise than us.) 


Transporter Topics: You didn't grow up in Detroit, apparently. It 
becomes more and more obvious as I get older how much different it is 
growing up with you and your friends all having cars, or access to cars, and 
all the games that are played accordingly. 


Ya Gotta Wake Up...: Raebnc. That's what you get for coming at the end 
of the issue when my contribution is already overdue., Maybe next time. 


Well, that's all for now. See you all whenever. 
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AMORPHOUS ABSTRACTIONS 
Guy Wicker 


Things are getting busy at Ovonic Imaging. The prototypes are 
nearing completion and all the big semiconductor vendors are 
eagerly giving me free samples of their wares for my home projects, 
in hopes of gaining my favor and having me specify their parts for 
the final design. I just got a job for Tom Snoblen here, working 
on LCD CRTs. I'm working on getting Bob Trembley in too. It's 
important to have a fannish work environment. 


Superconductors are big lately, and the ECD superconductor group 
has come through with their own amorphous, high temperature 
superconductor. I can hardly wait to get into building VLSI 3D 
Josephson junction arrays. Cray 6 performance on a single chip 
microprocessor is just around the corner. 


The difficulty in getting superconductors is this: conduction 

electrons jump all over the place in a material and change energy 
levels, thus emitting photons which create light or heat. This is 

not good because when you start pushing electrons around, using 
electrical power, this power gets consumed by the electrons jumping 
between energy levels. If all the conduction electrons would just 
stay in the same energy band without skipping up away from the 

nucleus or down toward the nucleus, then they wouldn't consume any 
power and you could get 100% efficiency, perpetual motion, 

whatever. Thermal agitation causes the electrons to spontaneously 
do this all the time. 


A subtle force exists in crystalline substances, though. Some 
erystal lattices create a quantum situation which causes pairs of 
electrons to interact with stability together. This situation is 
ealled a phonon particle because quantum physicists like to have 
everything called a particle. You might visualize this as a roller 
coaster track with two repelling magnets riding on it. They are 
both stuck on the track and when one moves, the other does too. 


If you put two electrons into a phonon you get what is called a 
Bose particle, which is a symmetrical arrangement. These Bose 
particles have the property of adding their quantum wave energy, 
unlike free electrons which cancel their wave energy. When enough 
Bose particles add up their wave energy, they encourage other 
conduction electrons to join the ride, and you get the entire 
conduction valence riding this big roller coaster at the same 
energy level, with none of the electrons hopping to other states. 
If you push one electron in the chain, they all start to move and 
they will never slow down, since there is no friction at the 
subatomic level. This whole description has no bearing on the 
reality of the situation, but it sounds good (picture an obsidian, 
conical bathtub full of sand ...). 


The phonon force is very weak, however, so things don't get into 
this state unless the temperature is very low and the thermal 
agitation doesn't overcome it. In mercury, which was the first 
superconductor found, this doesn't happen until 4 Kelvin. What is 
needed is materials with stronger phonons. The new group of 
superconductors, I theorize, have much higher roller coasters which 
are a lot more fun for the electrons to ride on. Amorphous 
aT 
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materials form occasional phonons of great magnitude, ag well ae 
lesser ones everywhere else. Thus the big phonons can create Bose 


particles even at high temperatures and these create a resonant 
field which encourages the lesser phonons to make more Bose 


Particles. Current superconductors (Friday, 3/27/87, 7:35 PM) 
don't work at room temperature, but are well above liquid nitrogen 
temperature (78K). A few weeks ago, this wasn't the case. By the 


time you read this, the previous sentence may be false. 


My latest hardware hacking on the Mac has yielded a 62 Megabyte, 35 
millisecond, SCSI drive for about 800 bucks. It is housed in a 
cardboard box wrapped in foam rubber, which is my standard noise 
eliminating packaging method. I'm going to get a Mac 2. It's too 
much of a pain to develop hardware for the old stuff. 


MALLING COMMENTS 
Greg - 


I may be the last one left. I haven't had video for over 9 years 
and also feel the temptation to get a VCR. Then I think of the 
17000 hours of my youth that were sapped away by that terrible 
menace and a tune from Gilligan's Island echoes through my mind. 
I'll wait awhile. 


Joa - 


I can appreciate your concern about bomb defusing at Ishercon. I 
think a lot of people feel the same way. I'm a pacifist and would 
readily die rather than kill another, but this doesn't hinder a 
fantasy violent side to my nature that loves to present the 
impression that I'm something else. I used to think fans were more 
tolerant of such stuff, until I came to Mike and Alice's wedding 
wearing motorcycle leathers. Everyone there had known me for 
years, but they were all very uncomfortable by my presence. It's 
not that I don't understand the reality of violence (3 weeks ago I 
was held at gunpoint while a police officer searched me - that sort 
of thing happens a lot). Acting out violent roles raises peoples 
consciousness that such things are real but I don't think it is 
encouraging them to go out and cause harm. Sure there are more 
techie activities that avoid identifying with the violent side and 
they're fun too; but I've never liked being restricted from 
thermonuclear explosive devices or defoliating shrapnel bombs, as 
long as measures are taken to see that nobody gets hurt. Bottle 
rocket wars and real sword fights are fun and that's alright by me 
too, as long as only the people involved get hurt. 


Linda - 


My friend Atsushi Miyashita returned to Japan in January and left 
me his entire Japanese science fiction library of about 1000 
books. I'm now more motivated than ever to learn to read Japanese, 
but I fear that on my schedule the effort may be futile. How many 
hours does it take a typical American to pick up reading it? Much 
of the juvenile SF in his collection has Hirigana phonetics along 
side of the Kanji which should help a lot if I ever endeavor to 
make the attempt. 
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Roxie Shield - 


What's the matter with the current incarnation of PFRC? I haven't 
had a tremendous amount of exposure to them, but it seems to be 
about the same, except the faces are different and they hang out at 
Dodge Street instead of Dodgeville. 


Valli - 


I am certainly one of the guilty parties in making it appear that 
men do less housework than women at Isher, BUT, in my defense, the 


house was at all times neater than mine is. You see, I store my 
dishes in the sink, dirty, and wash them immediately before use, if 
they really need it badly. I have a very organic kitchen, made up 
of stable colonies of healthy micro-organisms, so there is really 


no need to wash anything. When exposed to an alien environment, 
such as the Proni. residence, I am unaware of the proper sanitary 
procedures to follow. It may be that more men prefer this organic 
approach and are less conscious of the mess. Thus the women, 
perceiving the problem first, eliminate it before the men know it 
exists and get stuck with more of the work. I feel guilty. Would 
a few hundred paper cups,plates and utensils be considered a 
contribution to kitchen cleanup? 


Jamie - 


Shorting the detonators, then disconnecting the battery was my 
method of choice for defusing the bomb. There are at least 5 other 
ways if you study the schematic, the parts used, and the actual 
layout of the bomb. 


Bonnie - 

The Kodak Datashow is a product before its time. Ovonic Imaging 
has prototypes of the same thing. The problem with the Kodak one 
is that whole rows of it go permanently black after you buy it, and 
soon it is only marginally useable. Don't buy one yet. 


Uncle Bear - 


On the way from Ad Astra last June I did my usual sloppy job of 
filling the Continental with oil and the top of the Engine block 


burst into flames, as usual. I casually looked around for 
something to put it out with while Tullio, Donna, Bob and Connie 
panicked inside the car. I explained "don't worry, its just a 
little fire and I'll have it out in a minute". For some reason 


this reassured them and they stopped trying to get out of the car. 
It made me wonder whether I should have said anything. 


“Sorry. Sorry. Not Eureka." 
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ECD MAKES FIRST 80K 100% SUPERCONDUCTING THIN FILM 


Troy, Michigan, March 18, 1987--Energy Conversion Devices, 
Inc. ("ECD")("OTC-ENER"), announced today that it has made a 
superconducting material in thin-film form with a critical 
temperature of 80K. The group of scientists, headed by 
Stanford R. Ovshinsky, indicated that, to the best of their 
knowledge, they are the first to make such high-temperature 
thin-film materials which can be virtually 100% superconducting. 


ECD utilized concepts covered in a recently-issued patent and 
pending patent applications to make these high-temperature 
superconducting surfaces. 


On March 13, 1987, scientists at Stanford University announced 
that they had deposited a thin-film which remains superconducting 
up to 40K. ECD's materials are superconducting to about double 
the temperature of those reported by Stanford University, and are 
the first thin-film superconductors capable of operation at 
liquid-nitrogen temperature. It has recently been shown that the 
materials reported by the Alabama-Houston group are only 2-20% 
superconducting. Since these materials are, therefore, not true 
bulk superconductors, there is a problem in the ability to utilize 
them in useful devices because their current carrying capacity is 
very low. 


ECD has worked in superconductivity for many years, adapting 
its principles of local chemical order rather than long-range 
Periodicity. Its early superconducting work resulted in some of 
the highest critical magnetic fields measured. ECD has now 
demonstrated the ability to synthesize materials that can be 
essentially 100% superconducting at higher temperatures. 


The theoretical basis for these ney high T. superconducting 
materials is the subject of considerable scientific discussion. 
Ovshinsky has developed a model which does not invoke 
electron-phonon interactions or any other presently-published 
mechanism for superconductivity. His theory provides reason to 
expect that much higher critical temperatures can be attained. 


ECD is a synthetic materials company whose manufactured 
Products utilize both thin-film and bulk technologies. 


ECO is active in the areas of information, energy, and 
synthetic materials, where commercial applications of such 
superconducting technologies would be of great importance. 


INCORRECT THOUGHTS 


A ‘zine for Apa-Tech 
by 
Marty Franz 
525 W. Walnut St. 
Kalamazoo, MI 49007 
(616) 344-1183 


Hello there. The cover of the last Apa-Tech looked interesting, 
and Donna told me I still had some money in my postage account, 
so I thought I’d drop a line to let you all know how I was doing. 


What I’ve been doing is working, mostly, but also getting more 
time to do things at home. Tullio and I have started playing war 
games on Sunday nights, starting with Avalon-Hill’s Starship 
Trooper and moving more recently into Starfire. Starfire has 
really caught our imagination, mostly because you not only pilot 
the starships but you get to build them, too, starting with an 
assortment of empty hulls and installing engines, shields, and 
weapon systems. So, now we bore the rest of Kalamazoo fandom 
with heated discussions of megacredits, multiplex tracking, and 
gun/missile launchers. But it’s fun. Eventually, Donna and 
Tullio will have the software written on the Mac to take the 
tedium out of making ships and running combat. And I’m glad 
computers are still somebody’s hobby. 


Car fever seems to have recently siezed many of the people I 
know, which I find a little strange. It was only last year that 
I “came out of the closet” and realized my interest in cars of 
all kinds, including antiques and sports cars. Last summer Steve 
and I drove down to Auburn, Indiana for the annual car auction 
there, and I hope to do more of that sort of thing this year. As 
someone who didn’t drive until they were 22 (when I absolutely 
had to in order to get a job out of state) this is a puzzling 
about-face in attitudes, but I figure it’s my upbringing in 
Detroit finally surfacing. Anyway, I saw in enough in Auburn to 
convince me that I must save a whole lot more pennies in order to 
fully satisfy these unnatural cravings. All I can afford at the 
moment is magazines. 


In case you haven’t heard (like maybe you were in an isolation 
tank or Outer Mongolia), IBM announced their new line of personal 
computers last week. I suppose I’m the only person in Apa-Tech 
who’1l say this, but I think they’re pretty neat. I wouldn’t 
mind one of those Model 80s with a 20 Mhz 80386 and a 117MB disk 
drive under my desk. 


An interesting point about this announcement is that the trade 
press journalists (especially rumormongers like Spencer Katt in 
PC Week and Robert X. Cringely in Infoworld) were all unprepared 
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for the sheer size of it: IBM announced nine new models and a 
host of addons and peripherals, a major new product line. Up 
until a few weeks ago everyone was expecting two or maybe three 
new systems, more of the same old stuff in a new package. 
Instead, it’s clear that IBM is playing for keeps, and that’s 
good for everyone because in the long run it means better, 
faster, cheaper PCs, both real and clones. 


I’m waiting for the weather to warm up a little do I can get the 
bike out of the basement and start riding again. About the only 
thing I got out of last summer (other than overtime checks) was a 
new bike and a love of bike riding with the Kalamazoo Cycle Club. 
If anybody heads our way to visit this year, strap your bicycle 
to the roof of your car... Thursdays and Saturdays are best. 


And now its time for the Apa-Tech brain puzzler. This topic came 
up at Andy Anda’s wedding a few weeks ago and the heated 
discussion that ensued probably caused Andy and Annette’s parents 
to seriously Wonder about their kid’s friends: 


Let’s suppose you want to destroy all life on Earth (or just make 
our winters milder) by moving it into an orbit closer to the Sun. 
The way you’re going to do this is to plant a rocket engine (the 
biggest you can buy at the local hobby store) into the ground at 
some strategic point and then fire it when that point is facing 
exactly retrograde to the Earth’s orbit. You’1l have to do this 
a lot, obviously, to have much of an effect on things “Say, it 
seem warmer to you lately?" “Yeah, and the Sun didn’t used to be 
that big, either..."). My questions are these: (1) where do you 
plant the engine, (2) when and how often do you fire it, (3) 
assuming storebought (Estes-type) rocket engines, how long will 
it take to have any effect? A bunch of us came up with what we 
think is the answer (except for the last part), but the better 
part of our GT astronomic brain trust wasn’t around (are you 
reading this, Greg?) 1711 get my passport and sunscreen this 
month; I’11 be looking for the answer from any Apa-Tech-ian in 
the next AT. 


Well, I gotta go. Hopefully I’11 see some of you at Minicon in 


two weeks, and the others around ((shkosh? Berserkers?) during 
the year. Be back next time with some mailing comments, too... 


[tu 


These Are the Days of Miracle and Wonder 


Barry Gehm and Bill Higgins 


April 3, 1987 


This trip was underwritten in part by a 
grant from the Center for Spaced Research. 


Day 1. Friday 6 Feb 87: Not so much 
culture shock as thermal shock 


Bill’s sister Megan drives us to O’Hare. I 
drove in last night from Lansing. This morn- 
ing, Bill, Megan, I, all my luggage and all 
Bill’s luggage (including the bear, the worm, 
and the uke) are stuffed into a VW bug. It’s 
cold. Frost keeps forming on the back win- 
dow and I scrape it off. My warm jacket 
is back in Bill’s apartment, since I figure I 
won’t need it in California. It seemed like a 
good plan back at the apartment. Traffic is 
heavy and slow. We get to the airport with 
only twenty minutes to spare, instead of the 
planned (heh,heh) hour. We find out the 
flight has been unexpectedly moved ahead 
fifteen minutes. They are boarding as we 
arrive at the gate. I wonder if our luggage 
will get on the plane, and what Teddy Rux- 
pin looks like in X-ray. 

I take the opportunity to catch a snooze. 
I don’t expect we'll get an excess of sleep this 
weekend. Barry will stay alert and rouse me 
if we need to shoot-tt out with any hijack- 
ers. I drop off to sleep shortly after the awe- 
some vista of metropolitan Omaha rolls be- 
neath our window. 


The flight to San Diego is impressive. 
They take the scenic route. I kick myself for 
not having brought my good camera along. 


We fly over the Grand Canyon. I wake Bill 
up. He seems impressed. The snack cart 
comes by, dispensing Coke and honey-roasted 
peanuts. Bill seems even more impressed. 
“We're living like kings!” he says. 

Turbulence over the Rockies. Bill seems 
impressed. “People pay good money for a 
tide like this at Disneyland,” he says. Some- 
one has stolen my airsick bag. 
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San Diego. Our luggage is there. I am 
impressed. Jamie drives me from the airport 
to the hotel. Bill goes in another car. The 
hotel is on a spit of land that sticks out into 
Mission Bay; there’s water on both sides of 


it. The hotel consists of a number of build- 
ings. Function space is in one, the lobby 
and restaurant in another, rooms in several 
more. What do they do when it snows? Out- 
side, near the lobby, is an artificial pond with 
four seals in it. Soon there will be more. 
One of them is pregnant. I wonder if soon a 
couple of time-travelers will come and rescue 
her. As for me, I wonder tf one of our pan- 
els will be upstaged by the Miracle of Birth. 
Could be tgnominious. 


We go up to our room. It’s bigger than 
my apartment. It has a better kitchen than 
my apartment. I never stayed in a hotel 
room with a kitchen before. I’m impressed. 
From the balcony (it has a better balcony 
- than my apartment, too. And more closet 
space.), we have a gorgeous view of the east 
half of Mission Bay. Sailboats are out sailing 
on it. Seagulls are flying over it. Palm trees 
are growing around it. The sun is shining on 
it, and warm breezes drift over it and riffle 
our hair as we stand on the balcony. I turn 
to Bill. “How can they live like this?” I ask. 
He seems impressed. 


We go down to con registration and get 
our badges. The Guest-of-Honor badges are 
the same as all the other badges (except for 
the name, of course). I think about how of- 
ten I know who the fan GoH is when I go 
to a convention. Not often. Despite the 
well-known fact that BNFs are irresistible 
to women, none seem to be throwing them- 
selves at our feet. Obviously they haven’t 
read the program book. Just wait till they 
do! I think about how often I read the fan 
GoH biography in the program book when 

Tm at a convention. Not often. I think 
about how it’s really too warm to be com- 
fortable with a lot of women pressed up against 
you. It’s probably that warm. About that 
warm. Nearly that warm. Maybe. If the 
sun goes nova. 


Eventually, Greg Ruffa appears and we 
go out to dinner at a restaurant where they 
serve parrots. 


Day 2. Saturday 7 Feb 87: GoH west, 
young men! 

Californifans, or at least San Diego fans, 
or at least the ConQuistador concom, are 
mad for programming. There are four tracks 
of programming going on today, at a conven- 
tion of less than 400 people. Bill is on seven 
panels (one was yesterday) and I am on four. 


I have lunch with Jamie and Gail and 
pro GoH Roberta MacAvoy, while Bill is at 
some panel trying to get a word in edgewise 
about space. 

Bill’s one-man panel on aircars is well- 
received, and he gets to do most of the talk- 
ing, which sort of makes up for the space 
panels he was on, where the moderator did 
most of the talking. The Bill and Barry 
show, though somewhat sparsely attended, 
goes over pretty well. As ususal, it starts 
off kind of slow, since the audience doesn’t 
know what to expect and neither do we. If 
only we had a word for it! Jamie Hanra- 
han’s description in the program book suf- 
fers from the same lack. Teddy and Grubby 
teprise their ConClave performance. Peo- 
ple are laughing pretty hard by the time we 
finish, but the women still haven’t thrown 
themselves at our feet. Maybe being fan 
GoH isn’t enough to make you a BNF. 

Saturday for me is simply wall-to-wall pan- 
els. We attend Bertie MacAvoy’s speech in 
the morning. She claims not to be very good 
at writing speeches, so she reads a favorite 
by Chesterton, which is very well received. 
Barry and I exchange looks. Why didn’t we 
think of that? 


Now, you may think that seven program 
items ts a lot to lay on a person. But con- 
sider: What would I be doing if I had stayed 


home in Chicago this weekend? I’d proba- 
bly be hanging out with my friends, perhaps 
in restaurants, and pontificating on the space 
program and the history of the flying car. So 
essentially I’m doing what I’d be doing any- 
way. But I sure don’t get to see much of the 
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art show, or the huckster room. 


For dinner we force Bill at gunpoint to 
eat Mexican food. We return to catch the 
end of the costume contest (they still have 
formal competitions on stage in CA) and 
spend the evening party-hopping. We never 
manage to get to the filksing, so the Cali- 
fornifans never get to hear the musical side 
of the Bill and Barry show. As Bokonon 
would say, does that make them happy or 
sad? 

Day 3. Sunday 8 Feb 87: Easy come, 
easy GoH 

While Bill showers, I go out and buy 
fixings for breakfast, which I cook in our 
kitchen and we eat out on the balcony. Well, 
we couldn't let the kitchen in our room go to 
waste, could we? And I wanted to throw the 
banana peels down the garbage disposal. My 
apartment doesn’t have one: I wonder if all 


BNFs have disposals? It’s another sunny 
day in San Diego. Greg comes by. 

More panels after breakfast, the most mem- 
orable of mine being one I volunteered for 
yesterday, “Pseudosciences and SF: Parapsy- 
chology, UFOs and creationism.” Other pan- 
elists are Marion Zimmer Bradley, Sharon 
Sosna, and Jamie, who doesn’t get to say 
much. As far as pseudosciences in SF, the 
panel doesn’t get far. MZB opens with an 
attack on “belief systems” and says “facts” 
should be accepted without regard to what 
theories they contradict. I counter with the 
adage that “extraordinary claims require ex- 
traordinary proofs,” which she disputes, say- 
ing that ordinary proofs should suffice. I 
make the point that when accepting an al- 
leged “fact” would entail overturning well- 
established models and theories, such a con- 
servation of energy and momentum, the laws 
of thermodynamics, quantum mechanics, etc., 
greater skepticism is warranted since these 
theories are so useful. MZB challenges their 
usefulness. I point out that our planes gen- 
erally land in the right places, that we can 
carry on conversations between continents, 
etc. MZB doesn’t seem to have a refuta- 
tion for that. A few minutes later she tells 
Sharon that the acrimony is affecting her 
blood pressure and she leaves. I’m taken 
aback, since I had been surprised by the 
lack of acrimony in the discussion so far. I 
suspect her definition of acrimony is people 
not agreeing with her, but I’m sorry she left, 
since the discussion then wanders far afield, 
winding up with a lot of political philosophy, 
although some worthwile points are made 
about why people believe in pseudosciences. 

We hang around the con, loath to leave, 
since when the con’s over, we stop being 
GoHs and turn into two bums sleeping on 
Greg’s couch. There is a little partying, which 
gives some of the concom their first chance 


to socialize with us. Bill Stoddard tells us 
that aircars aren't the only science fiction 
props that haven't materialized. What about 
stunners? We get re-introduced to George 
Popa, whom we met briefly many World- 
cons ago. He’s studying to be, I think, a 
Lensman Lawyer. Eventually the dead-dog 
party breaks up and we pumpkinize. Greg 
takes us out to see Malcolm, a great movie 
for techies. See it if you can. Then back to 
Greg’s apartment, which impresses both Bill 
and me. Even though he has as many books 
as Bill or I, it’s incredibly neat and clean. 
What’s wrong with that boy? 

Day 4. Monday 9 Feb 87: Pterodactyls 
and ptourists 

Greg has arranged for us to get a VIP 
tour of the San Diego Air and Space Mu- 
seum. Bill is extremely impressed, especially 
by the restoration workshop that occupies 
the basement. I’ll leave full description to 
him, since he knows the names of the planes. 

In the middle of San Diego is an enor- 
mous area known as Balboa Park, the site 
of some big exposition fifty years ago. The 
SanDiegans wisely preserved the park and its 
buildings from the ravages of Development, 
and so you can visit a bunch of first-rate mu- 
seums, or the famous zoo, within a modest 
walk of each other. 

Outside the San Diego Aerospace Museum 
we get a taste of the exotica within. Mounted 
high on a pylon near the entrance is a sleek 
Convair XF2Y Sea Dart, its hydroskis fully 
extended It was the only delta-wing jet sea- 


plane fighter ever built. Didn’t catch on, but 


it sure looks great here pointed at the sky. 
We meet Bill Channa, a veteran of many 
years in aviation, who’s now a director of the 
museum. There’s a story behind every plane 
on display, and Bill tells us a few of them. 
He proudly points out the “re-creation” of 


The Spirit of St. Louis parked in the main 
entrance hall. It was built by a team that 
included some of the Ryan employees who 
worked on the real thing back in 1927. 

Mr. Channa takes us down a hidden el- 
evator to the level below the main museum 
floor. We emerge into a vast, noisy, brightly 
lit space—the restoration workshop. It re- 
sembles Santa’s shop at the North Pole, but 
it’s warmer. Sunlight streams through open 
roll-up doors. Everywhere are elderly elves 
tinkering with parts of old airplanes. Here a 
radial engine sits on a stand. Over there a 
wing spar ts being rebuilt. We walk a wire- 
braced fuselage assembly from some biplane. 
A set of shelves near one wall holds bozes of 
engine parts, labeled LE RHONE and Ly- 
COMING BF-38-136A and WHITNEY 5- 
CYL RADIAL. 

The star of the shop is an ancient Ford 
Trimotor. Bill tells us that tt was found in 
pretty bad shape, and that it’ll take about 
three more years to restore. The skeleton of 
the Trimotor’s fuselage, the peculiar yellow- 
green of zinc chromate anticorrosion paint, 
ts mounted upside down in the middle of the 
work area. (A sign on it reads THIS END 
UP. Naturally, it is upside down.) 

The elves are mostly retirees who work 
on the planes as volunteers. “We get ’em 
from all walks of life,” Bill explains. Some 
are former aircraft plant workers or pilots— 
plenty of aviators have retired to Southern 
California. Others were never involved with 
aviation before, but enjoy helping with the 
work. Sounds like a great way to spend one’s 
spare time. Maybe I'll volunteer when I’m 
65. 

Bill introduces us to the head model-maker, 
whose department builds Some of the mod- 
els are hardly less detailed than the origi- 
nal planes. Display models, flying models, 
and wind-tunnel models in a wide variety of 


scales are lying around the model shop. I no- 
tice a Jenny, a Boeing 767, and a P-$8 along 
the walls. A Fokker Eindekker monoplane 
hangs from the ceiling. Iam enchanted. Once 
I was a pretty good modeler myself, and I 
may be again. 

We also get to see the conference room, 
offices, and a bit of the museum’s library. 
They have a videodisc containing the entire 
National Air and Space Museum photo arch- 
tve. This might come in handy if I try to 
peddle my atrcar talk as a magazine article; 
some museum in the Midwest must have tt 
too. I could search t for illustrations. Bill 
Channa was at Convair while the Conva- 
irCar was being tested in the late forties, 
and 1s interested to hear about my talk. He 
asks me why flying cars didn’t catch on, and 
agrees when I tell him, “They weren’t very 
good airplanes, and they weren't very good 
cars.” 

Bill must meet another group, and we 
thank him and say goodbye. Upstairs again, 
we move through World War II (Spitfire, P- 
40, and Hispano-engined Bf109) to the jet 
era (MiG-15 and F-86). They have a his- 
toric VTOL, the jet-powered Ryan XV-19, 
which took off and landed on its tail, like 
Tom Corbett’s rocket ship. This eats a lot 
of fuel, and it’s very tricky to land a plane 
backward looking over your shoulder. An- 
other idea that didn’t catch on. 


Eventually my threats of violence chivvy 
Bill and Greg out of the museum gift-shop 
and we eat an afternoon breakfast at Bal- 
boa Park, where we spend the rest of the 
afternoon. We see two Omnimax movies at 
the space theatre: On the Wing (featuring 
Quetzlcoatlus northropt) and Nomads of the 
Deep (featuring Megaptera sp.). 

By the time we finish at the Reuben H. 
Theatre Space Fleet, it’s 4:30 and the zoo 


we'll have to save it for the nezt visit, right, 
Greg? Jamie? Gail? So we wander around 
the park. We find the remains of a stolen 
purse, and have a heck of a time tracking 
down Park Security so we can report it. We 
eat dinner at a hamburger place called Fud- 
druckers (really!) where they have sides of 
beef hanging in the window, supposedly wait- 
ing to be ground into tomorrow’s burgers. 
The site of enormous chocolate chip cook- 
ies at the dessert counter fills me with a de- 
sire to bake Chocolate Almond Frenzies in 
Greg’s kitchen. Despite the lack of a copy of 
the recipe and the austerity of Greg’s pantry 
(“Where’s the molasses?”) I produce a rea- 
sonably tasty batch of close approximations. 
Greg watches in shock the carnage I wreak 
in his kitchen. That’ll teach him to keep a 
neat apartment. 


Day 5. Tuesday 10 Feb 87: One per- 
fectly ordinary day, with postcards 

Having gone more than eight hours with- 
out a discussion on the subject, Bill and Greg 
start talking about space immediately on aris- 
ing. Several hours later, after showering, 
shaving, reading a complete history of Jap- 
anese comics and writing all the postcards 
Ihave with me, I break into the discussion 
with a few concussion grenades and insist 
on eating breakfast before sundown. While 
we're out I get a few more postcards and 
try to get the film I shot at the con devel- 
oped, but the only 1-hour place near Greg’s 
apartment has their machine down for clean- 
ing. For the rest of our time in California 
I will suggest stopping at every 1-hour de- 
veloping place we pass, and we will stop at 
none of them. Eventually it becomes a run- 
ning gag. Ah, yes. I snap a photo of Barry 
standing in line behind a pickup truck at a 
drive-in film booth. We eat a late lunch at 
an only-in-California restaurant: Its menu 


will only be open for another half-hour. Guess ©onststs of nothing but the salad bar. 


No entrees, no appetizers, no desserts. Just 
soup and salad. The spread was, of course, 
lavish enough that one could eat pretty well. 
But the place did considerable violence to the 
very tdea of a restaurant. 


In the evening we visit Jamie and see the 
production facilities for PyroTechnics. Bill 
expresses some concern that Jamie may hold 
us hostage until we draw some cartoons for 
Pyro. Fortunately, the presence of witnesses 
(Greg and Gail) dissuades him, and we all go 
out dinner, then raid a nearby Crown Book- 
store. 


next time I visit.)! We all talk till late into 
the night, then Bill and I stay up still later 
trying to catch Paul Simon’s “Boy in the 
Bubble” on MTV. The ugly post-McLuhan 
side of Bill’s personality is revealed as he re- 
fuses to leave the TV on any one channel for 
more than 45 seconds. 

Day 7. Thursday 12 Feb 87: The trou- 
ble with Chinese food is, an hour later 
you want to talk about space again 

In the the morning, Mike shifts Shadow 
and makes “The Boy in the Bubble” appear 
on the TV. We are impressed. Bill, Mike 


Day 6. Wednesday 11 Feb 87: The Ghost and I drive to JPL (Nikki has to work). Bill 


of Christmas Yet to Come 


Bill and I rent a car and drive to LA. We 
see one of the Goodyear blimps on the way. I 
get my first taste of California driving, more 
on which later. We are visiting Mike Toman 
and Nikki Ballard. Mike is an old buddy of 
ours from MSU SF Society days, and Nikki 
is a GTer whom I used to go out with when 
she lived in East Lansing. She was briefly a 
member of this apa. 


Their apartment is a cautionary tale, a 
reductio ad absurdum of fannish apartments. 
Except where Nikki’s prizewinning quilted 
wall-hangings hang, shelves of books line ev- 
ery wall. Boxes of books line the floor, and 
are stacked in front of the shelves up to chest 
height. Out on the balcony is another stack 
of boxes, temporarily placed out there so 
that there will be room on the floor for Bill 
and me to sleep. Nikki worries that the floor 
thus exposed seems to be pronouncedly con- 
cave. Bill seems impressed. He senses that 
his apartment will look this way in a few 
years if he doesn’t mend his ways. (I have 
hope for him, but I suspect that Modern 
Methods tn Soybean Production, along with 
Snap, Crackle and Pop, will still be there the 


has arranged for one of the scientists on the 
Voyager data analysis team to give us a tour 
of the place. I am impressed. 


Back in the fall of 1985, when I real- 
tzed that Voyager was due to hit the Ura- 
nian system at the end of the following Jan- 
uary, I asked Dr. Richard Terrtle of JPL to 
come out to Fermilab to tell us about pre- 
liminary results. Rich joined the Voyager 
team between Jupiter and Saturn, and made 
great contributions during quick analysis of 
the latter’s rings and moons at encounter. 
With Bradford Smith he also made the first 
ground-based photos of the dust ring, perhaps 
a protoplanetary system, around Beta Pic- 
torts. You've probably seen them. And he 
was technical adviser on the production of 
the movie 2010. Not surprisingly, he turned 
out to be a dynamite speaker. My brother, 
who met him, insists on referring to Rich as 
“your friend from Uranus.” 


Having gotten one of my famous blue- 
chip tours of Fermilab, Rich was kind enough 
to show Barry, Mike and me around JPL. 
We had a quick look at the visitors’ cen- 
ter first, then went to lunch in a typical lab 


1 Big talk from somebody who drinks out of beakers. 
—W.S.H. 


cafeteria. Rich was interested to hear about 
Barry’s work and began asking lots of ques- 
tions. Soon a couple of napkins were cov- 
ered with diagrams of retinas and rod cells, 
in literally microscopic detail. Did you know 
that all the “wiring”, nerve cells carrying 
signals out of the retina, is actually in front 
of the retina in humans? You’re looking out 
through your own backplane all the time! 
There’s a blind spot where the nerves bundle 
together and penetrate the retina to leave the 
eye. Barry says that in the famous octopus 
eye, the wiring ts arranged “the way you'd 
design it”—sensibly, coming out behind the 
retina. 


After lunch we get to see clean rooms 
where spacecraft are assembled and tested, 
sadly idle and empty but for a few test struc- 
tures. Galileo and Ulysses are at the Cape, 
their plutonitum-powered generators decaying 
away, and have a good chance of never see- 
ing space at all. We climb a lot of steps; 
JPL is nestled up against the hills north of 
Los Angeles, once a nice remote place to fire 
rocket engines without waking up too many 
neighbors, As we pass one building I notice a 
fist-sized rock near a door. It bears the neatly 
painted legend “DOOR STOP ROCK.” 


The highlight of the tour is the VIP gallery 
overlooking the JPL control room. A few 
dozen comfortable seats face glass windows 
which command a good view of the dimly lit 
consoles below. The control room is deserted 
now, except for one guy pecking at a VT100. 
Rich is pointing out the new projection video 
screens. Real Star Trek: Suddenly the phone 
rings. We look at each other, shrug, and ig- 
nore it. But it keeps ringing. I notice some- 
body in a side room, down below, waving at 
us through the glass. I pick up the phone. 
“Have you got ten minutes?” a voice asks. 
“Want to see a movie?” “Sure, I guess so,” 
I answer. We settle back and watch a film 


on the Jupiter encounters of Voyager. The 
TV works fine, except that days of showing 
incoming Uranus frames have burned faint 
images of the calibration histograms into its 
phosphors. Personally, I think this is really 
cool. And I don’t get too many chances to 
impress Barry, after all. 

We motor back to Torrance and relaz in 
Mike and Nikki’s apartment. Mike checks 
his bozes of books on the balcony, fretting 
about rain. He switches on the TV. A brief 
promo appears, then we see the beginning of 
“The Boy in the Bubble” for the first time. 
Either Toman has the VH-1 schedule com- 
pletely scoped out, or he really can shift 
Shadow. Beats me. 

In the evening, we have a Szechuan din- 
ner with Mike and Nikki and some more 
friends of ours from Michigan State, Jim and 
Valerie Ransom, and their toddler, Robert. 
Back to Mike and Nikki’s apartment for con- 
versation. Jim tells us what’s wrong with 
America’s space effort (government and pri- 
vate) and what he and Valerie and Jerry 
Pournelle and some other guys are going to 
do about it. Watch this space (no pun in- 
tended) for future developments. Hint: It’s 
sorta like homesteading, it’s sorta like the 
L. A. Olympics, and it involves a celestial 
body not far from here. Jim has worked on 
manned space programs for many years now, 
and has some ideas that might just make a 
long shot workable. 


Day 8. Friday 18 Feb 87: It should 
never rain in southern California 

Leaving Mike and Nikki’s, we head back 
to San Diego. About half an hour into the 
trip, Bill notices that we have gotten on the 
freeway the wrong way and are heading north 
instead of south. We are slightly embarassed, 
but hardly upset, since it was only a two and 
a half hour drive from San Diego to LA and 
we have plenty of time to get back. As we 


get off the freeway and turn around, a light 
rain begins to fall, which slowly works it- 
self up to a respectable shower. Let me tell 
you my theory about California drivers. I 
believe that the dry climate dessicates that 
part of the brain associated with the sense 
of self-preservation, so that ordinarily, they 
will laughingly fling themselves across four 
lanes of traffic at a moments notice, insou- 
ciantly passing between two semi-trailers sep- 
arated by a gap not more than three inches 
longer than the length of the car.? Their 
sense of self-preservation is all dried up, you 
see. When it rains, however, that part of 
their brains rehydrates, and eight months 
worth of caution secretions surge into their 
bloodstream. They begin to drive like your 
aunt Erma taking her old Hudson out for its 
semi-annual spin. They slow to 50, then to 
40, then to 30. Eventually they stop, set the 
parking brake and wait for the dry season 
to start. They do not pull off the highway 
before they do this. 

Two and a half hours after we turned 
around, we have made up the distance cov- 
ered in a half hour of going the wrong direc- 
tion. Four hours after that, having inched 
through two bottlenecks caused by truck spin- 
outs, we arrive back in San Diego, only to 
find that the directions intended to take us 
back to the rental office are not congruent 
with the streets that actually exist. An hour 
of driving in circles and periodic calls to the 
rental office that leave both Bill and the ren- 
tal agent mystified finally end in the realiza- 
tion that the problem lies in the ambiguous 
use of the term, “the freeway.” “The free- 
way” in California is about as specific as “the 
tree” in British Columbia. Eight hours into 
the ordeal, we arrive at the rental office and 
find Greg waiting patiently for us. What a 


2 This is a fair description of Barry’s own driving 
style.—W.S.H. 


guy! None of us mentions the day’s date. 
I’m sure Martin Gardner would be proud of 
‘us. 

We salvage the evening by going to an 
animation festival in La Jolla. It seems to 
have been locally assembled, and features sev- 
eral Will Vinton commercials, Spinnolio, 
which I’m fond of, and the usual quota of 
Canadian shorts. The cartoons are great, the 
crowd ts hip, and the show begins (for some 
reason) with a freight train made by a lo- 
cal clown entirely from balloons. I am begin- 
ning to like California a lot. We see some 
of our Conqutstador acquaintances, includ- 
ing George 
Popa and somebody I know only as The Cen- 
taur Lady. Having forgotten her real name. 

Day 9. Saturday 14 Feb 87: Back to 
the shadows again 

It’s warm and sunny again, and I insist 
on lying in the sun at least once while in Cal- 
ifornia, so I go down to the pool of Greg’s 
apartment complex while he and Bill talk 
about space. The only other people in the 
pool are a couple who turn out to have grad- 
uated from Michigan State last year. I talk 
to them for a while, then I have to go in 
and pack. Greg, Bill and I meet with Jamie 
and his friend Dawn for lunch, then head 
for the airport. We see the blimp again on 
the way. The flight back to Chicago via LA 
is less scenic than the flight out, but even 
more turbulent. Keith Thorne meets us at 
O’Hare. 


“Hey,” I tell Barry and Keith, “it’s Sat- 
urday night and it’s only ten o’clock. Wanna 
go into the city” We pick up Sam Paris 
and go to this wonderful existentialist cof- 
feehouse in Rogers Park, the No Exit. We 
sit in the back, listening to the guitar player 


’This sums up Bill’s entire philosopy of life.— 
BD.G. 


and trying to look bohemian. Keith, Bill 
and I start grousing about suffering through 
another Valentine’s Day without any girl- 
friends. The guitarist sings “I’m So Lone- 
some I Could Cry.” Sam wisely, or perhaps 
smugly, (or perhaps both) keeps silent. 

I’ve been to the No Exit on several occa- 
sions. Took my brother John there last year. 
He was uncomfortable about going to any- 
place called “No Exit;” sure enough, while 
we were there a grease fire broke out in the 
kitchen. Anyway, tonight is the first time 
I've ever been able to get a look at the book- 
shelves in back. Usually the Korean Go play- 
ers block the way. To my surprise, there are 
all kinds of almanacs and other odd books 
back there, perfect for browsing or settling 
arguments. As it happens, I am worrying 
tonight about Joa Schtirmann’s challenge to 
Apa-Tech readers to produce an invisible wine- 
glass. I locate a 1946 Handbook of Chem- 
istry, leaf through it, and satisfy myself that 
there are plenty of liquids I can use to render 
a glass tnvisible. 

Dumping the grinning Mr. Paris, we re- 
turn at last to Bill’s apartment, where the 
furnace has stopped working during in his 
absence. As I fall asleep on Bill’s couch, 
tight below a large window where the room 
air comes up to the glass, cools, and falls 
directly on me, my mind keeps returning to 
the first sentence in this paragraph. 

Day 10. Sunday 15 Feb 87: Overtime 

Bill leaves for Mobius rehearsal, and I to 
have lunch with Sam and Valli and Joa. Af- 
ter long conversation over the remains of our 
lunch, we go to a nearby ice-cream parlor 
and have long conversation over the remains 
of our dessert. A couple of hours of solid con- 
versation, and none of it about space! It’s 
glorious. On the drive back to East Lans- 
ing, my motor starts to miss about 30 miles 
from Kalamazoo. I can only manage a top 


speed of 50 mph, and have to stay in 3rd 
gear to keep the vibrations down. I decide 
I'd better lay over in Kalamazoo, and pull 
in at Donna and Tullio’s about 10:30. Once 
again they succor me in adversity, and also 
help me out of a tight spot. We send out for 
pizza, and Renee drops by. I park my car in 
front of her house. This time it doesn’t get 
broken into— it only gets ticketed. 

Day 11. Monday 16 Feb 87: Re-entry 

Back to work today, but I manage to leave 
a bit early and head into Chicago, where the 
American Association for the Advancement 
of Science ts holding its annual meeting. I 
catch the tail end of a good session on— 
well, yes, I admit it—space travel. I run 
into Fred Pohl, Helen Parker, and a cou- 
ple of other people I know at the exhibitors’ 
reception, where I pick up a decent pile of 
brochures. I also manage to introduce my- 
self to some space people I’ve wanted to meet. 
It’s a pretty good time, a little bit of vacation 
after the vacation. 

With Tullio’s help I get new spark plugs 
and spark plug wires. Installing a new wires 
and a new plug in the cylinder that was 
missing (the old one looking like something 
from the Chthulu mythos) puts me on the 
toad. I drive directly to the lab, where I 
sit down at my desk and start analyzing the 
data that was collected while I was gone. 
Science marches onward. 
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World War fought by mistake 
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The headline above was quoted in the Famamist of September 20, 1986 as being from a 
Viennese newspaper of April Fools’ Day 1919. The same article (on education) also stated that 
“an astonishing majority of men get sexual satisfaction from [caning their students] (which 
Means those of us utterly bewidered by this are abnormal).” Horrifying, isn't it? 

| was planning to talk about education this month, but got sidetracked reading some 
interesting books. So! will put the education essay off yet again and talk about the books and 
other stuff and then fulfill an onerous task... 

Robert Forward was in town a few weeks ago, to give a lecture on interstellar travel. He 
spoke about his Starwisp interstellar probe, which can produce real-time color television 
signals from other stars! He also discussed the starship from his book 7he F/ight of thé 
Oragantly. He briefly mentioned his work on antimatter propulsion, which will be used in his 
next novel, about Mars. He is a quite friendly man and signed books and spoke with interested 
persons at a reception following the presentation as well as at an open discussion the next day. 

Yesterday a catalog arrived from 8/ue Ange/ in Columbiana, Ohio, advertising serious 
fireworks—rockets, roman candles, fountains, firecrackers, &c.—at wholesale prices. They 
sell by mail and in person. Is anyone interested in ordering an assortment for Ishercon? 

Does anybody know how | got this little fellow? @ | saved him in my Scrapbook! 

News lor bookmongers: 

Calvin & Hobbesby Bill Watterson is a : 
wonderful book. This collection of the first CALVIN AND HOBBES By Bill Watterson |; 
year of the comic strip has been a runaway 
success. Watterson has an almost perfect 
command of a kid's world. It is now #4 on the 
Waldenbooks’ trade bestseller list. 0 

The Bus, Paul Kirchner's long-running 
serial from Heavy Mela/ about a surreal bus 
and its surreal rider, has just been , 
published in paperback by Ballantine. | used 
to stand at the newsstand and read this strip 
in the magazine each month, and so was 
pleased to see the collation, Bizarre! 0 
Victor Koman's The Jehovah Contract 
has just been published. It is very good, 
although somewhat odd—like Philip José 
Farmer. A full review next time. 0 

Annals of the Heechee by Frederik Pohl 
is good but inconclusive. Do | sense another 
sequel here? Pohl also has a novel on 
Chernoby/ due in August. 0 

Robert Heinlein's 7a Sa// Beyond the 
Sunset is due in July. 0 

| recently read Saturnalia by Grant Callin. Callin is an imaginative new writer. This 
novel takes place in the rings of Saturn. An artifact is found on lapetus and is quickly 
determined to be a treasure map. It marks the locations of three copies of itself and the location 
of a fifth object with the final clue needed to find the treasure. An expedition is quickly 
mounted from SpaceHome, the Lagrange colony. It consists of an academic archaeologist named 
Kurious Whitedimple. At Saturn, he meets and befriends Junior Badille, a wizened 


|, acta a 


couple of boy genius and bewildered academic proceed to race a rival Earth team to recover the 
prize the aliens left hidden in the solar system. The SpaceHome team wins, of course. This is a 
fun book, and Badille is an interesting character, although all the characters are rather 
shallowly drawn. The book rests on plot, not characterization ,but it did keep me turning pages 
and awaiting the sequel. 

| am currently reading Knowledge and Decisions by Thomas Sowell. Sowell, an 
economist and Senior Fellow at the Hoover Institution at Stanford, specializes in the history of 
ideas and the relationship of race and ethnicity to economics. This book is about the former. It 
is a study of the nature and relationship of ideas and knowledge; and of the ways in which 
knowledge influences decisions at all levels of society. | do not jest in saying that there is (in 
part 1) a /east one good idea on every page. He discusses the types and distribution of 
knowledge in society, the (economic as well as social) costs of knowledge, and the application of 
same by hierarchical decision-making units (companies, bureaucracies, &c.). His discussion 
of the “physical fallacy” (the notion that the value of an item is the same regardless of its 
location in space and time; that things have objective value) is worth the price of the book, as 
are the discussions of the “animistic fallacy” (the idea that any nonrandom process must be 
“purposeful”) and of “time horizons” (the extent of time that a decision-maker considers 
when making decisions). Indeed, the relationship of time to decision-making processes is a 
major theme of the book. If | tried to list every good idea in the book, | would quickly fill this 
disk! Suffice it to say that every person should read this book. No matter what Thomas Sowell 
chooses to discuss (and no matter how many times one wants to strangle him) he is never 
anything but brilliant. 


At Windycon or Capricon | apparently promised Annette that | would do a series on 
bookshops of the midwest. | then promptly forgot about it until her wedding [which she can tell 
you about, so | will say only one thing here: It was determined through experiment that a 
wedding is a great excuse to throw a 7@9//y gaa7 party!] at which time she discreetly reminded 
me of the promise....[so here ! fulfill my onerous task of travelling all over the midwest doing 
research....] In deference to the fact that the requester may not be in Chicago for much longer, | 
shall begin with the city of Evanston, Illinois, Then down Clark strest; to Cincinnati; and to 
Louisville, in the near future. 

| won't list their hours (it's best to call first) but most used bookshops are closed 
Sundays and Mondays (1 might specify otherwise). Aemsonable prices are those equal to 7 
more than /a/f of the current list price, Great prices are significantly less, Bad prices are 
more than half to three-fifths [60%] of list, and Price gouging is having higher than Ba. 
prices, often as much as two-thirds! | generally will pay no more than three-fifths, and that 
only for books | have been unable to purchase new. 

Evanston, a quiet residential suburb north of Chicago, is home to Northwestern 
University. It has been called [by the author of an anonymous map of booksellers] a “city of 
booksellers.” It well deserves this name. In travelling around the midwest, | have never come 
upon such a varied collection of booksellers in such a small area. | shall list them arbitrarily 
in the order that | visit them. 

1) Booknook Parnassus 2000 Maple Avenue, Evanston 475-3445 

Named after the famous bookshop in Christopher Morley's Parnassus an Wheels, this 
tiny bookshop is home to Connie Reuveni and at least one large cat. This little shop at the corner 
of Maple and Foster specializes in Judaica and has good stock in history and literature. Connie 
knows her stock. Her prices are reasonable in general, and bad on fiction and science fiction. 
She does, however, have a very good science fiction section. Bill Higgins tells me that A. J. 
Budrys takes his review copies here, and she does have SF hardcovers almost upon publication! 
Highly recommended. 

2) Preservation Books 1911 Central Avenue, Evanston 864-4449 

Dave Wilhelm, a quiet man who knows his.stock well, and his playful orange cat, run a 
smal] store with great prices! Nature is an interest of his and he can recommend a good book in 
this subject. He also stocks a good history section and a selection of interesting remainders in 
all fields. Here you can obtain a list [very useful] and map [nearly useless] of the booksellers 
of Evanston. This little shop is also highly recommended. 


At the end of the driveway one finds a large brown building filled with good books. Dick 
and Pat Barnes warn their customers to call first, as they travel a lot looking for books. This 
is reflected in their fine stock in all subjects, especially history, literature, and poetry. They 
have one of the finest history sections I've seen, and the music section is good as well. Their 
costs, however, are passed along in bad prices that border on price gouging. But they do have 
the books. Recommended, at least for a visit, although their prices are fairly discouraging. 
Closed at random to travel, so call first. 

4) Bookman's Alley 17/2 Sherman Avenue, Evanston 869-6999 

Roger Carlson's store is a pleasure to visit. Hidden in the alley north of Church Street, 
across from Kroch's, north of the Varsity Theatre, is a large and friendly store. Plush 
armchairs, flowers, old toys, and other memorabilia make this a memorable bookshop. Books 
are stacked against the walls and on every flat surface. You are likely to find a gem or two in the 
shelves of unprocessed books, and the back room is a sight to see! His prices, however , reflect 
the fact that his shop hes more open space than shelves. They are the highest in the area-he 
wins an award of price gouging. He has great stock in literature and good stock in music and 
other sections, By all means pay him a visit (it is a good antidote to too many musty shops) but 
don't expect to be able to afford what you find. Open seven days. 

5) Chandler's Inc, 630 Davis Street, Evanston 475-7200 

In the basement of this college-type bookstore are several shelves of used books. Don't 
expect to find your heart's desire, although what you find will be cheap. It is said that someone 
found a $400 Chicago City Directory from the 1860s here for $3. | didn't find any such 
bargains, but they do sell @ very good little map of Evanston for a quarter. Go once, see if you 
find anything. 

6) Alkahest Book Shop 1814 Central Avenue, Evanston 475-0990 

A block east of Preservation Books one finds this shop run by the (lack of) competition, 
Dick and Pat Harmon. | visited here once almost two years ago and didn't find anything, but it 
may have changed in the intervening time. If it has not, | can't recommend it. 

7) Beck's Used Bookstore 1581 aple Avenue, Evanston 869-6099 

Emil Beck runs the worst of the shops I've visited. One year ago, he had mediocre to bad 
stock not organized in any way. As above, if it hasn't changed, it is not recommended. 

In addition to the preceding used bookshops, there is a new scholarly bookshop on Foster 
between Maple and Sherman whose name | can't remember. Its stock is similar to that of 
Borders in Ann Arbor (a shop you should visit if you're ever in A2). It is half a block east of 
Booknook Parnassus, and a very worthwhile detour. 

The following Bookshops | haven't yet visited. | shall include their listings from the 
Evanston booksellers’ map for the sake of comprehensiveness. No recommendation should be 
inferred. 

8) Abraham's Books 613 Dempster, Evanston 475-1777 

Arnold Glass runs a general stock used bookshop, and specializes in psychology and 
religion. 

9) Chicago Historical Bookworks 831 Main street, Evanston 869-6410 

This shop specializes in books on Chicago and IIlinois history, literature, architecture, 
crime, World's Fairs, &c. Open Thursday evenings, Saturdays from 11 to S, and by 
appointment. 

10) 

Kennedy's Books P. 0 Box 191, Evanston, ll 60204 475-2481 
Ashley Kennedy sells vintage technology and general stock through mail order and by 
appointment. 

1) 

Phyllis Tholen Books 475-\\74 

She specializes in the women's movement and women's history. Catalogue and by 

appointment. 


Linda: How close is poverty to the average Japanese? One of the reasons for the 
spectacular successes of the Vietnamese boat people in this country is that they can remember 
abject poverty. South Vietnam had a per capita income of $500 before it was taken over, Now 
the per capita income of Vietnam (north and south) is $200. So they have an incentive to work 
very hard.ORe yet Donna & Tullio: posting the menu & ingredients is @ good idea. | wonder if the 
people who ate nine pounds of bacon (or whatever amount it was supposed to be) knew that this 
was almost the entire supply? 

Roxanne: You have good thoughts about kids. 0 But what do you mean by “ inconsistent 
baby-sitters”? O And, should a child be to blame for doing something it didn't know was 
wrong/dangerous? should an adult be to blame for doing something it didn't know was 
wrong/dangerous? Is it reasonable or proper to try to assign blame to either party? O 
Although | agree with you, Greenpeace may feel that they are only protecting the whales from 
murder, like police (supposedly) protect children... 

Sussansh & Dave: / \ike Marlene. O The franked article wes quite interesting, and | 
would like to see someone do careful studies with an eye to convincing the government and other 
parties to proceed with a remineralization program. 

Sam: Re yct Donna: “Active, creative children” are indeed the best kind. But they 
always seem to have more energy than their adults can safely contain! 

Guy C.: 1. A. Rey is perhaps best known for his Cur/ous Gearge books for children, 
about a monkey named George who is always getting into mischief. 

Bill H.: Robert Forward says hello! O Re yct Donna: The idea of a schedule of Ishercon 
jobs is a Good Idea. | will be glad to volunteer in advance to do dishes any/every afternoon and 
some evenings. Annette and Andy can confirm my dishwashing credentials. | am also willing to 
volunteer in advance for any vegetable-chopping duties. 0 The cry was heard across the 
midwest: Aestare The Gnome! 

Annette: \ know very few enthusiastic people (outside of fandom), maybe a dozen. | 
socialize with them exclusively if | can help it. | attended my first convention when | was still 
in high school and made my first real friends in fandom. | have less than a dozen friends not 
connected in any way with science fiction. The ones who are not Fans read the stuff anyway. | 
have several close friends who are philosophical/political cronies and they all read SF. It may 
be systemic. 0 | prefer the word “passion” to “enthusiasm,” by the way. 0 Bookshop update: 
Aspidistra Bookshop, at 2630 N. Clark St., is having a “25% off sale” until April 12th. 
Probably worth a look as their prices will then be reasonable. 

Rad: So the Soviets too are losing launchers. Perhaps the people who say the Soviets 
are sabotging our space program are wrong. Which administration tried to cover it up? | 
should think that ours would milk it for its propaganda value. 

Greg: The problem with CDs is the cost of the software. As a classical, jazz, and folk 
collector, | prefer to purchase black viny] as cutouts (preferably wholesale from Surplus in 
Chicago) and used for between $1 and $5 a disc. Only when CD prices fall to the level of LP 
priceswill | break down and purchase a CD player—if | do not get too pissed at recording 
companies for their barbaric practice of cutting-out/deleting from the catalog great 
performances simply because they're not digital. Imagine deleting the Beatles and replacing the 
recordings with squeaky-clean digitals by another group! Yet this is exactly what is happening 
in the classical field as mediocre performances digitally recorded replace the fine analog 
recordings of fine performances of a few years ago! 
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This is getting started late; on March 30. If I type a lot 
tonight and tomorrow night and send it off Wednesday or Thursday, 
it should get to Donna in time. Here’s hopin’. 

* * * 

Well, NASA blew another one. Maybe this will result in some 
significant changes in management. 

Despite the assurances of my Congressman (who thought I was 
protesting the cancellation of the probe) the Mars Observer has 
been delayed by two years. I believe this stretches the time 
between American interplanetary probes to well over a decade. 
That is a national disgrace. 

On the other hand, the agency is currently planning a 
long-term followup to the Viking project. It would involve a 
crawler and a sample return unit, the former with a drill which 
could penetrate to the suspected permafrost layer several feet 
down. They are also working on an asteroid/comet rendezvous craft 
which would fire kinetic penetrators into the crust of the comet 
Tempel-2 to get information on the interior. After flying in 
formation for three years it would move on to the asteroid Hestia 
for a close flyby. 

Finally, they are planning a new mission to Saturn. 

* * * 

A third cat showed up at my place a couple of weeks ago. She 
is a three-quarters grown female who was in heat when she got 
here. I don’t want three cats, however, and she does not get 
along well with Taffy, my older cat. I will take her to the 
animal shelter in a day or so. Cats are popular here, so she 
should get a home soon. 

x x * 

Are any of you as disturbed by the “colorization” of old 
monochrome films as I am? I find the result muddy and often 
inaccurate. Even if the process were technically perfect, I don’t 
think it should be done. Questions of nostalgia and the sanctity 
of art aside, B&W films were lit and staged differently from 
color films, Adding color does not make them look as they would 
have if filmed that way originally any more than adding water 
color to a pencil or ink sketch makes it a painting. There is a 
greater difference than the simple lack of color. 

* * * 

I went to Concave this month. The weather was beautiful, the 

people friendly and the huxter room and con suite both 
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well-stocked. I enjoyed that con more than any other in the past 
year. This despite a small membership of well under three hundred 
and a few minor disappointments. 

What disappointments? Well, the hotel restaurant no longer 
makes hand-dipped milkshakes. I had wanted to referee a 
Fringeworthy adventure I was working on for an upcoming gaming 
convention as a test run but didn’t get to. Some people I wanted 
to get together with weren’t there and some others I only saw in 
brief. The con chairman forgot to give the hotel my reservation 
(I had handed it to him at an earlier convention) and there was 
some doubt that I would get a room. Still, it was a lot of fun 
for me. I made some new friends, ate a lot of good food and had a 
ball. 

While there I was talking to a young lady about martial 
arts, We each demonstrated some flexibility tests, doing things 
like putting our hands flat on the floor. A fellow standing next 
to me said "When I was your age, I could do things like that.” I 
looked him in the eye and said "I’m 31." He was taken aback for a 
moment, then said "When I'm your age, I hope I’11 be able to do 
things like that." Sometimes I feel that my regimen of exercise 
and supplementation is worth it. 

* * x 

After six months and six hundred dollars my car is still not 
running right. I believe the problem is a vacuum leak somewhere 
in the control system but so far have been unable to find it. The 
Mustang runs good at high rpm and gets good mileage but has poor 
low-end torque and a bad hesitation. 

* * * 

This is being written during what I hope will be the last 
snowstorm of the winter. After days of weather reaching into the 
upper seventies old man winter is giving us one last hard time. 
State government even let it’s employees out early. 

x * * 
Gaming 

Adventurer’s Club magazine has printed an article I wrote. 
The editor has asked me to submit more, based on another article 
I sent him. * On a related note, I recently refereed a 
Fringeworthy adventure at a gaming convention, as mentioned 
above. Two of the players didn’t seem very enthusiastic at the 
end of the session, probably because the scenario involved a lot 
of violence, The other three loved it, so much so that one of 
them took my name and address. He plans to invite me to run 
another adventure at a gaming con in the area later this year. 

x * * 
Mailing Comments 

Linda: I find Japan and it’s culture very interesting but 
wouldn’t want to live there. I’m much too much an unstructured 
and casual sort of person. * Could you give me an idea about how 
much video tapes of animated TV programs and movies cost there? I 
am ordering some from a company in the US and the tapes are 
expensive. The people in the company claim that thé majority of 
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the cost is what the Japanese companies charge them, and that 
little is added. A typical price is $120 for a two-hour movie. * 

Roxanne: Another child rule you can add is the "leave all 
gates as you find them" sort. Don’t assume something about a 
child’s behavior or environment; ask the parents. * Your X-ray 
tale reminds me of an incident from my own childhood. I swallowed 
the key from a windup train at about three or four years of age. 
My mother couldn’t get it out. As she frantically searched for 
her coat and keys to take me to the hospital, I walked up to her 
with the key in my hand and said "I dot it, Mommy.” * If you 
really want to feel lonesome, try having your TV on the fritz 
during Scott’s next trip. * Your description of the Mexican homes 
remind me of the tarpaper shacks in the Appalachians where I grew 
up. You could (and still can in many areas) see these terrible, 
ramshackle structures with filthy, rag-clad children and dogs and 
chickens running around outside, with a late-model Cadillac 
parked in the drive. Nowadays, they may also have an earth 
station out back. * I am sleeping Saturday mornings; I have a 
VCR. (Actually, I rarely sleep very late. Too sensitive to 
external stimuli.) * 

Susannah, Dave and Marlene: I have known three fannish 
families with young children who are or were members of the local 
club. Age ranged from newborn to five. We have had few problems, 
except for the occasional crying bouts from too many 
strangers/too little attention. The other adults, even the 
singles, have been very understanding. Children and fandom - even 
large fannish events - can be compatible. * 

Declining Editor: Seems to fit the Gaea hypothesis. It could 
simply be that the rock dust buffered the effects of increased 
acidity, although I don’t know how much acid a primarily 
siliceous rock could affect. One of the primary fertilizers 
around here is "lime” or powdered limestone. * Unfortunately, 
this 'zine was omitted from the index and I couldn’t read the 
name. Who was responsible? * 

Kiran: I don’t think I had any Topology in college but have 
picked up a very general understanding from science popularizing 
magazines. * There was a series of articles on NPR recently about 
how parents in certain areas are dictating what teachers teach. 
In one instance, the spokeswoman for the parents sounded so 
narrow-minded and ethno-centric that I wanted to strangle her. 
She didn’t want her children to learn anything but what she 
believed. No contrasting views, no teaching them to think for 
themselves. Another women had discovered Phonics in something 
akin to a religious revelation and was furious at her son’s 
teachers for rejecting her insistence that they use that method 
and no other to teach reading. Small wonder that children so 
often loose any curiosity; with parents like these they have it 
bored out of them. * Re, Yr. Cmnt. Crumbcrunchers regarding 
English classes: I was able to skip the first required course in 
college by taking a test. The second didn’t teach English; the 
instructor had us read and discuss such books as "God Bless You, 
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Mr. Rosewater” and "Miss Lonleyhearts," all of which I found 
extremely boring. * Re. Yr. Cmnt, Me: It involves the principle 
of Ethnocentrism, and it's more personal cousin, Egocentrism. 
With rare exceptions, we spend our lives thinking that we are 
everything, that what happens outside ourselves is unimportant. 
To a certain extent this is healthy, helping us ignore things we 
can’t help (like an obnoxious co-worker) but if taken to extremes 
can lead to serious mental illness. Before that point it can 
cause great difficulties in interacting with others. Your comment 
to Joa on AIDS is typical of this. * 

Sam: Re. Yr. Cmnt Jamie: Did you hear that the producers of 
Miami Vice called Commodore asking to use the Amiga on their 
show, and were sent an order form? That when the producers 
ordered the computer some clerical error caused Commodore to send 
the check back? The show wound up using an AT, which they got 
free from IBM. * Re. Yr. Cmnt Me: Actually, some state-of-the-art 
tiltmeters available now could probably tell the difference ina 
car. In a bus certainly. X* 

Guy C.: When you are working with such things anyway, how 
about giving some simple guidelines on world/system building for 
us aspiring SF writers? For instance, given a star with a certain 
temperature (determined by it’s color/classification) and size, 
what would be the surface temperature of a planet at a certain 
distance? I won't even ask about the mitigating effects of 
atmosphere, unless you know of a simple way to account for it. I 
could look this stuff up myself, but first I would have to find 
the appropriate books (I think they're in my Mother’s attic, if I 
still have them) and then figure out which equations are 
appropriate. Another helpful bit could be to tell how to 
calculate the amount of atmosphere a body can retain, assuming it 
is mostly one particular gas for simplicity. * Censorship of 
scientific material is not caused by the Strategic Defense 
Initiative but rather by bureaucratic paranoia. * in ‘zines 

Bill H.: Re. Yr. Cmnt. Me.: Lack of individuality1is one of 
the few problems with so many in the APA having word processors. 
* Pushing a lot of mass at a medium velocity takes a lot of 
energy and pushing a little mass at a high velocity takes even 
more. You can imagine how much energy it takes to push a lot of 
mass very fast. The ships from my story do have fusion power 
plants, so they are assumed to have plenty of energy available. * 
The "ignorant" quote was intended to apply only to certain media 
hounds who are milking their objection to SDI for publicity. 
Please feel free to air your objections to SDI; you might even 
change my mind. * About learning, I meant that college soured me 
on organized learning. Free style I still like. * My computer and 
I can both do global substitutions. I'm just afraid that I 
haven't been consistent, which means using the search command to 
check every usage of each. * 

Annette: Welcome, stranger. (Actually, it would be very 
difficult to be stranger than some of the people already in this 
APA!) * One of the main reasons I game is because of the 
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conversation and exchange of ideas which take place at the 
sessions. * Does anyone know if Escher’s estate is yet allowing 
prints of his artwork? * 

Greg: If you want to sell boosters, find a use for them. One 
of my favorites is for getting rid of radioactive waste. Either 
dump it in the sun or, on the off chance that you may need it in 
the future, in a small area on the Lunar farside. It may not be 
practical, but it is an idea. * Are they still using SNAP 
designation numbers for RTGs or have they come up with a new 
nomenclature? I was a little surprised that the things aren’t 
indestructible. I always thought they were designed to survive 
anything, * Let’s hear it for the Mars Underground! * I once 
applied to American Express and was turned down because of the 
review by a local credit company. A few months later AmEx offered 
me a card! x 
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